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CHAPTEE XXII. 

THE LADY MAY. 

Paris was very gay in 1855. When is it otherwise ? 
asks the reader; true, but it has its accessions and 
cessations like other places, times when everybody 
is out of Paris, " as the phrase goes/^ when the 
fact is its population of ^^ Nobodies '' diminishes 
very little. But at the time of which I write the 
^^ Somebodies '^ were all en ville, and the whirl 
of gaiety was incessant, palled a little perhaps 
by thoughts of the war raging away in the East, 
and the tidings that many a life had been cut 
short in its flower and beauty. The MalakoflF 
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was stormed on the 7th of September of that 
year, and the evacuation of the city by the Rus- 
sians took place on the 8th. The pride, the glory 
of the British Army,England^s strength, was being 
laid low. France and England went hand-and- 
hand in that fatal strife ; so here, as well as in the 
sister countries, there was many an aching heart ; 
ay, and many a broken one, too. Many a poor 
mother stretched out her arms, now growing 
powerless and feeble, yearningly imploring, yet 
vainly, for the stay and joy of her failing years, 
which would never, never, return to her ; and 
many a lovely girl buried all the glad things of 
earth in a lover^s grave. Yet for all this, car- 
riages rolled hither and thither. Soft warm light 
fell on fair forms, and the small hours of the 
morning found many a luxurious saloon gay 
with silvery laughter and brilliant wit, or the 
graceful movements of the dance. The prima 
donna warbled nightly to beauty and fashion, 
and the Boulevards were gay with their alleys of 
trees, now the gayest thoroughfare in Paris, once 
its Bulwarks. What novice in that sprightly 
capital is not dazzled with the luxury of the 
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caf6s and restaurants, the beauty of the shops, 
and the splendid houses, most of them ornate 
and classic in style, combined vrith the soft 
sounds of music, the listless elegant lounges, 
the ceaseless roll of vehicles, and the presence of 
a people who seem to find ample time for ease 
and pleasure in their short life. 

The Anglo-French Alliance had taken place 
the December of the previous year, and now 
numbers of English, headed by their gracious 
Queen, visited the French capital, and among 
others. Sir James Leslie, with his only daughter, 
May. He was very luxurious in his style of 
living, this Baronet, and evidently very ricfh ; his 
house in the Boulevard du Midi was a mansion, 
and his menage altogether costly, his entertain- 
ments charming. But for all this, there were ill- 
natured people to be found who whispered that, 
in spite of wealth and title, the bluest blood did 
not run in his veins ; in other words, that he had 
amassed his money in trade, and been knighted 
for his mercantile success. So the elite grumbled 
at the man while they enjoyed the good things he 
provided. 
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All honour be his due, if honest toil did bring 
wealth. The world at large is not very amiable. 
Poverty is a crime for which a man is cut and 
spumed, lest he might find his way to your 
pocket. Then, again, if he is rich — extra so — ^his 
past life is gone into, and the means by which 
he acquired it solved like a problem in Euclid ; 
and if it was discovered that the said wealth had 
not descended in a refined and aristocratic man- 
mer, he is scouted by men, although not outwardly 
perhaps ; for gold buys courtiers. He who tries to 
please the world has a hard battle of it ; and 
happy is the man who, with integrity of purpose, 
feels independent of its " verdict'^; and Sir James 
Leslie, whatever his antecedents may have been, 
was one of these. K a parvenu, his heart was 
not, parvenu-like, centred in his wealth, but in his 
fair-haired motherless child, whom he called, al- 
though she could lay no claim to the title, " The 
Lady May.'' 

Along the Champs Elysees, Rue de Rivoli, 
Tuileries, or elsewhere, ambled the fairy equi- 
page drawn by a beautiftd thoroughbred Arab, 
white as milk, of the Lady May, while the 
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father, lover-like, gazed on or bent over her : 
his devotion was such that to those who knew not 
better, he was the adoring husband of middle 
age and she the child bride. 

The Lady May was barely seventeen, a blue- 
eyed, flaxen-haired girl, pretty only in virtue of 
her youth, her fresh colour, and sylph-like figure, 
for her features were very irregular, although girl- 
hood made them pleasing. Scattered here and 
there in the sumptuous boudoir of this petted 
darling were rare and costly articles of vertu and 
bijouterie. Her magnificent harp stood in one 
comer, her grand piano in another ; beautiful 
paintings, fancifully-shaped shelves, hung with 
her favourite poets and other literature, richly 
carved brackets, with statuettes of curious 
modelling, adorned the walls; altogether the 
room looked more like a fancy bazaar than aught 
else, for collected there, was the object of every 
whimsical wish. 

But for all this, on one fine September morn- 
ing May was alone in her boudoir, and in 
tears. In tears, kneeling by the stand on which 
stood the cage of her pet bird. 
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" My darling, darling little bird, you must not 
die/^ she was sobbing out, with her soft cheek laid 
against the golden bars of his cage. The song- 
bird heeded not her Winning voice, but perched 
with ruffled feathers and drooping vrings, looked 
as if his gilded prison would hold him little 
longer, and it was sad to see how the little crea- 
ture brightened and looked smooth again, every 
time a feathered comrade flitted by the open vrin- 
dow ; and spread vrith feeble effort the languish- 
ing wings, as if the sight of the fetterless bird 
brought back dreams of the woods and fields, 
and the last struggle of its little life would be 
one to high thither away. 

" Birdie, birdie, oh ! you are better ; you will 
sing again, you will not leave me ; will you, 
birdie? The flushed cheek was pressed closer 
still, and the tears fell fast as the Lady May 
murmured thus, in low tones, with aU the bitter 
accents of a great grief. It was only a sick 
linnet. 

But what was sorrow more than a name to 
this favourite of fortune ! So she was weeping as 
if her heart would break. Twenty years hence a 
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calamity of ten times its weight would not fetch 
one of those scalding tears. God is merciful ; he 
trains us to sorrow. You and I, dear reader (if 
we could remember), would laugh at what called 
forth our first grief. Let us drop a curtain over 
certain years of our life which have come to us 
fraught with woe, standing behind it unconscious 
of the trials it veiled; heedless, happy in lifers 
spring time. Had we been permitted to raise it, 
and see all that we know now, see behind the one 
terrible sorrow of our life (for I believe all have 
one), would we not have cried out in agony of soul, 
^^ Lord, strike anywhere but here, for with this 
wound will run out the very sap of life?^^ Yet 
perhaps, like myself, some who read these pages 
may have lived through what they feel to be the 
one great grief of life, whatever it may be ; the 
grave holds our hearths treasure, or we have 
brought our best, our purest feelings, to a false 
shrine, and the soul is bowed to the earth, for we 
find that we made so beautiful, and loved so truly, 
a lie. Yet we live ; nay, more outwardly ; our 
course is little altered, yet I believe that all those 
years back had that misery fallen upon us, we 
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could not have borne it. Gradually tlie back is 
strengthened to the burden ; could we recollect, 
we would see that lesser cares had paved the 
way, step by step, to the dark gulf we had to 
pass through, so that it might not overwhelm us. 

The door opened on the Lady May without, 
owing to her agitation, the knock for admission 
having been heard, and Charlie Thornton walked 
in. He was evidently on a familiar footing, as his 
access to the lady^s boudoir and his subsequent 
words proved. 

" May, dear, what has distressed you ? '' 

She rose from her knees and smiled through 
her tears. 

^'I never heard you coming; I am so glad. 
My poor little bird. Captain Thornton, it is 
dying.'' 

" All those tears for it, pretty one — I wonder if 
you would shed as many for me.'' 

" Oh, Captain Thornton (her face all dimples 
and smiles, birdie forgotten for the time being), 
you know — " and then she stopped as if afraid, 
and tried to draw away the little hands he held 
fast. 
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" What do I know ? Come, tell me, May- 
flower. He drew her near to him. 

^^ Oh ! never mind. Captain Thornton, my poor 
birdie — see he looks worse,*' and she turned away 
abruptly. 

^' Look here. May, FU tell you what, if you 
like I'll take dicky with me. I know of a fellow, 
who, I fancy, can put him all to rights.'' The 
girl's face was radiant. 

" How good, how kind you are ! " 

" Nonsense, May ; but you must give me some- 
thing in return— something, dearest, that I came 
on purpose to ask you for this morning." 

^^ What ?" said the girl, drooping her head till 
it almost touched his shoulder. 

" It's a costly price, dear," he answered, wind- 
ing both arms round her. ^^I want you for my 
wife." 

The girl gave one look at his face ; poor child, 
had she been able to penetrate the smiling sur- 
face, she would have seen that there was no 
love ; but as it was, her trusting nature gave cre- 
dence to every syllable that fell from his lips. She 
knew nothing of deceit, dissimulation, treachery ; 
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all was beaatifally real and earnest to her in this 
her first love. Twisting her slender hands to- 
gether and burying her burning face on his 
shoulder^ she whispered, " Not me. Captain Thorn- 
ton, poor little me ; Fm not worthy/' It was the 
first time May Leslie had ever been " poor me '* 
to herself or any one else. But, woman like, 
she shrank into nothingness and poverty before 
the man she loved. 

" Not worthy ? God knows, darling it is I who 
should feel so/' and he spoke from his heart this 
time. 

" No, no, cried May, you are great and noble.'' 

" Hush," said Thornton, and taking her face 
between his hands, he kissed her. But May re- 
ceived the caress with the petulance of a spoiled 
child; turning from him, she stamped her foot 
with mock rage, 

" How dare you, Captain Thornton ! Madame 
Chatera says no lady should receive a kiss before 
she is married, and we are not," 

" But are to be, darling," said Thornton, highly 
amused at her naivete, " So that's the stuff the 
old gouvemante pours into your ears, is it. May ?" 
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He continued. "They^re a deuced lot of hypocrites, 
May. 1*11 lay you any wager you like she would 
be thankful for a dozen on her withered cheek if 
she could only get them.*' 

" Oh ! for shame ; how naughty you are ! " said 
the girl, blushing crimson.** 

" I am very, very naughty** he said, taking both 
her hands in his. " But you must make me good. 
And now, pet, where is your father ? ** 

" In his study, I think,** she answered softly. 

'' 1 want to see him. May, to ask him to give 
you to me. I have your permission ; have I not, 
love ? Well, never mind ; I wont tease you. Don*t 
forbid me, and that*s enough. Now wrap up 
birdie for the journey. I will return with it in 
the evening, and you will pay me with ' Yes ; * 
won*t you. May ? ** 

" If birdie is better,** said May shyly, " 1*11 try 
my best. Send it down to me.** 

" It*s au revoir, darling May,** as he bent over 
her and kissed her forehead, while she, over- 
whelmed with fear and joy, forgot her lesson 
completely this time, and submitted without a 
word. 

c2 
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Two hours after. Sir James called Mav into his 
study. " I cannot part with you, my little child,'' 
he said fondly, taking her on his knee. " I know 
little about this man, very little, except that he 
tells me he was in the army once, but left it, and 
that he has a small income. My pet, it is not a 
brilliant alliance for you, not one I would wish. 
My pearl thrown away upon an adventurer — ^it 
must not be.'' 

" Oh ! father " said May, clinging about his 
neck — but I love him. I do, indeed — so 
truly." 

" But, my child, remember I had no introduc- 
tion with Captain Thornton ; merely met him at a 
public review, and in an idle hour asked him to 
walk home with me. Perhaps I was wrong, 
very wrong in doing so ; evil will spring from so 
little." 

'^ Ah ! but, father, confess now you were de- 
lighted with him ; you have said so" broke in 
May enthusiastically." 

''My child, I do think him very agreeable 
and gentlemanly ; yet little did I think when I 
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asked him to a visit at my house that my child 
would have bestowed her heart so readily," 
said her father, with a ring of reproach in his 
voice. 

May hung her head. ' Was it so very wrong/ 
she faltered. 

" But, father, what could I do ? and now — now 
if you do not consent, father dear, I could not 
live j I must die." 

''God help me if that should ever come to 
pass," said the poor father with intense feeling. 
" May, do what you will, but never say that again, 
and if — ^if — ^you must marry this man, you will 
not send me from you, your old father ? " 

"Never," said the girl, clasping her arms 
round his neck. " Never, till God takes me. 
Never, father," was the sweetly solemn reply. 

The lights were lit, and the curtains soffcly 
draped, when Thornton again entered the man- 
sion in the Boulevard-du-Midi, and a graceful 
figure dressed in simple white sprang to meet 
him. 

"My fate? I have come to learn my fate^ 
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little one," he said, gently, raising her hand to 
his lips. '^May — ^May blossom, what are you 
going to tell me ? Is it ' yes ? ' " 

She hid away her face with hot blushes. 

"It is. Oh! then, my darling, how can I 
thank you ? '* he replied, holding her in his arms. 
'' But, May dear, I did my best ; nevertheless, 
your little bird is dead." 

His betrothed turned pale. 

'' It^s in ill-omen," she exclaimed, tears spring- 
ing to her eyes. 

" Nonsense," said Thornton ; " but those 
tears are.^' And he drew from his breast coat 
pocket the poor bird, stiff and motionless, whose 
sweet trill but a day or two before had echoed 
through the lofty rooms, and laid it on the 
marble top of an ormolu table; at the sight 
May, with the unblunted feelings of youth, burst 
again into tears. 

" Cannot I make up for this loss ? " said 
Thornton tenderly. "Come, May, dry your 
bears; we have so much to think over, so 
much to arrange. I will not have you sorrow- 
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ful on this the first night you are my promised 
bride/' 

As he comforted her thus, the door opened, 
and Sir James came in. He looked an older 
man in the few hours which had intervened since 
morning, with the terrible anxious look which 
had grown upon his face. Charlie Thornton and 
May both rose and went to meet him. 

'^ Captain Thornton," he said, and his voice 
grew tremulous, " if I give you my little child, I 
part with the life of my life ; while I am spared I 
will never leave her ; butwhen I am gone, oh ! 
then on your solemn oath promise that you will 
be tender and true to my child." 

'^I do. Have no fear, Sir, only trust me," 
said Thornton, " and May will be happy." 

'^ Then kneel there, my children, both of you 
together." 

And now was Thornton stung as with scor- 
pions, as pressing his hand on each bowed head, 
the father said brokenly, "God pity and for- 
give me if I do wrong ; but I have faith in 
your word, Captain Thornton, and believe you 
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to be a gentlemaiij honest in word and deed^ 
of unsullied honour, and therefore trust you 
with the welfare of my darling child. And 
now/' he added faintly, " may God in heaven 
bless you both.*' 




17 



CHAPTER XIII. 

SHE IS DEAD. 

TuEN we again to Bsobel. Ten weary monthft 
have passed since we took leave of her; sad 
weary months they had been, laden with re- 
proach ; and this, with the shock her system had 
received, had done its work. The tide of life 
ran low, the lamp flickered faintly. It would 
have taken but a little thing to have put it 
out altogether j and all this time the poor 
outcast was with the owners of The Travelling 
Star. 

The circus had come to Uxbridge in 
October, and here Esobel was taken so ill 
as to alarm her kind-hearted though humble 
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friends. In a clean pretty little room in one of 
the smaller streets of the town lay the sick 
woman, and by her bedside sat the faithful 
Gipsy j the window was open. To-night the air 
was soft and summer-like, and blew refreshingly 
on the flushed cheek of the invalid. 

" What a good kind nurse you are" she said, 
turning to the girl. 

" Dear lady, I wish I could do more, and I 
ought to be a far better nurse, for I was used to 
it when a child. Poor Dad Bums had no one to 
wait upon him but me.'* 

^' And you say he was not your father ? " said 
Esobel, growing interested. 

" Oh ! no, he told me he was not, and I have a 
little tin box upstairs which he gave me ; there 
was a locket and a letter in it, then ; bat the 
woman who used me so cruelly after Dad Bums 
died took the locket while I was iU, and as soon 
as I was able I got the box and kept it hid until 
I went away with the dear old Padre. I have 
read the letter, lady, and it reads just like a bit 
out of a story-book. Shall I fetch it and read it 
to you, it might keep you from thinking, dear 




SHE IS DEAD. ^ 19 

lady, and it tells all about my own dear father, 
besides." 

^^ Do," said Esobel, eagerly. 

The Gipsy ran upstairs, and returned with the 
same square box, which had lain in the old 
wooden chest at Portsmouth, and from which she 
had taken the locket with trembling hands when 
Jim Bums lay dying. She drew from it now a 
sheet of ruled paper, yellow, dusty, and creased, 
and read — 

'^ ^ This is to state that the girl called Lucy is 
not my child, but the daughter of a gentleman 
whose things I helped on board the Duerella, in 
which I had taken a passage. She was bound 
for England. I had just returned from, serving 
seven years for a crime in which I had no part, 
only I was along with them as did it. I found it 
hard to get a livin' when we were close on land- 
ing. The Duerella came into collision with the 
Firefly, and in the confusion I snatched the child 
and jumped overboard. I had always been a 
first-rate swimmer, so I managed to keep afloat 
with the child till a boat came close, and then 
they threw out a rope and dragged us in. I had 
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boon a sailor. The reason I took the child was 
that I hoped to get a large reward from the 
father^ but I read his name amongst those killed. 
I have kept the child^ hoping* one day to receive 
money from those who may yet claim her. In 
the box with this letter are two lockets, found 
tied round her neck. The name on the gentle- 
man's luggage was C. (yRouke, Esq. The 
child's things were marked Mara O'Rouke.^ 



}} 



" (Signed) Jim Burns.' " 

Busy memories had been stirring within Esc 
bel's heart as the girl read, and now when she 
came to the name, she remembered all; the 
happy night at Scarborough when Major Clifton 
read poor Connell CRouke's diary. 

'^ It must be the same, and this, then, was his 
mourned and loved little daughter." 

" Lucy ! " exclaimed the sick woman rising ex- 
citedly and taking the girl in her arms, " Oh ! 
Lucy, I know more than that; your father was 
not killed until long after ; he was my husband's 
friend." 
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" How strange, how sad this is ! ^' cried Lucy, 
when she had recovered a little from her surprise. 
" How glad I shall be when you feel able to talk 
to me of my father. You know not how often 
my heart has ached to learn more of him, my 
poor, poor father.*' 

•' Bring me a shawl," said Bsobel. 

The girl obeyed, wrapping it carefully round 
her, and then with painful breathlessness the 
failing woman related all she remembered of the 
diary. After she had finished she lay back upon 
the pillow, and closed her eyes with a bitter sob. 
The happy past she herself had destroyed, her sad 
fate, all came vividly before her ; and never had 
the bright face of the Gipsy been so clouded as 
she sat with her head bowed upon her hands, 
thinking how for years she had been deprived 
of a father^s love, of that father^s sad life and 
violent death. 

^^ Lucy,'' said the invalid, turning round and 
looking anxiously up in the girl's face, "Lucy, 
such a longing, such a heart-sick longing to see 
my husband again, if only for once, to kneel at 
his feet and for pardon. Were I to take you to 
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}iirn, ilio diild of Inn friond^ perhaps he would say 
onn kind word to mo before I die. Could you 
holp uWf Lucy ; I am ho wcak^ I can do little my. 

Th(j nipHy, or Mara, aH we must call her now, 
forgot liur Horrow in a moment to think of her 
afflict^Ml friond. 

" I could, lady, if you will tell me how ? " she 
i»aid, chiMping tho fevered hand which grasped 
her own. 

" [jot mo call you Lucy, and you call me Eso- 
bol, nn I have ho often asked you; will you, 
Mara f " 

'* Oh I yoH," answered tho girl, kissing her 
fondly. 

" My husband's name/' continued Esobel hur- 
riedly, and with extreme agitation, ''is Henry 
Wentworth, and in happy days we used to live 

at Terrace, Kensington ; but, Lucy, I have 

never heard of my husband since that fatal 
day," she added, shuddering. "He may not 
be there now. Oh ! Lucy, do you think God 
would be so merciful as to let me see him 
once ? " 
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" Yes, Esobel/' said the girl firmly. " Leave 
it to me. I will go to London and find out if 
your husband is still there, and then when you 
are stronger we can go together." 

" God bless you ! '' said the poor creature, her 
whole face lighting up ; and, worn out, she soon 
fell into a broken slumber. 

Early next morning saw the Gipsy equipped 
and ready for her journey. 

^^ Padre dear,'' she whispered, afber gaining his 
unwilling consent, '^ it's only a little business for 
poor Esobel." 

" But don't tell Andre, I want to tease him." 

^^No; I say no," she answered to all that 
Andr^ could urge on behalf of being permitted to 
accompany her. This is my own pecuKar Uttle 
affair, and I shan't have you poking your nose 
into it." 

'' But I will stay anywhere you like until your 
business is done," pleaded the lover. 

'^Then stay where you are," was the quick 
retort ; and nettled at her mystery, Andre 
frowned on her for the first time. But Gipsy 
laughed gaily in his face, and, kissing the tips 
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of her fingers to him, sped away like a 
fawn. 

On reaching London, she went at once to the 
address in Kensington. She rang' at the door 
with a beating heart ; she was as deeply anxious 
as if the mission had been for herself. 

''Mr. Wentworth does live here/' said the 
maid in answer to her inquiry. ' But he won't be 
in for an hour or two.'' 

'* My business with him is of great importance ; 
I must see him. Could I wait ? " 

'' Oh ! yes, if you wish, Miss," said the maid 
not very readily, showing her into a room, and 
throwing a searching glance of suspicion upon 
her as she closed the door, as much as to say if 
you do walk off with a book or a jar I will know 
you again. Poor Gipsy grew flunied and nervous 
long before the two interminable hours were up ; 
and her excitement having subsided in that 
quiet room, she now dreaded the approach- 
ing interview ; at last there was a ring, and 
then she heard a gentleman enter, and knew ^-y 
that it had come. A little longer suspense, and 
a grave, grey-haired man entered ; the gir'ls 
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heart failed her, his face looked so strong and 
immovable. 

^^ You have business with me ? '' he said in a 
voice that grated on Gipsy's ear as harsh and 
unnatural. Strong, brave little Gipsy trembled 
now, trembled from head to foot. 

'^ Sir,^^ she said in faltering accents, ^^ you must 
pardon my coming. I bring a message from a 
lady called Esobel Wentworth.'' He sat down at 
the table, and a strong convulsive movement 
passed over his pale features. 

'' Go on, what of her ? '' he said covering his face 
with his hand : the girl's tongue seemed to refuse 
her utterance. How was she to speak to this 
man of the wife who had wrought him so deadly 
an injury? But pity for the hapless woman 
nerved her. 

'^ Go on,'* said Harry, noticing her hesitation, 
'^ and in Heaven^s name tell me quickly what you 
have to say.'' 

''1 thank you for permission,'' answered the 

girl, rousing herself. ^'Esobel Wentworth is 
very, very ill; dangerously so, I fear. And Oh ! Sir, 
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iiho bogged so fervently to see you once again ; 
h(;r heart is broken ; be merciful^ and do not deny 
her prayer/^ she added with all the enthusiasm of 
her passionate nature. A low smothered cry 
broke from her listener. 

" Who are you ? and where is she ? '' he asked^ 
fixing his eyes wildly upon the girl. 

" Why, why has she filled the bitter cup to 
overflowing by making this request ? '' 

" I belong to a circus company,^' answered the 
^i r I . She saw his brow darken, and added quickly^ 
*' Don't lot that grieve you. Sir; we are kind and 
honest whatever our calling may be.'' 

" Go on," he repeated. '^ Oh ! for God's sake 
be brief; it is such agony." 

"I have little to say," returned the girl, ^^except 
that ten or eleven months ago, when going to 
Woolwich, we found this poor lady by the road- 
side ill and suffering; and she has been with us 
ever since." She could have wept to see the suffer- 
ing her words brought. She went up and knelt 
by his side, " You will come. Oh ! I know you 
will," she said appealingly; ^^on my knees I beg 
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it for her." But Harry Wentworth rose and 
turned from her almost angrily. 

*^ Girl, you know not what you ask/' he ex- 
claimed. " Wait; I will come to you in a moment/' 
and left the room. ^ He is going to get ready/ 
thought Gipsy joyfully, and her young face 
glowed with pleasure. The door opened again, 
and Harry Wentworth entered, but there was no 
visible sign of preparation save that in his hand 
he carried a heavy purse. 

^' There,'' he said, handing it to the Gipsy ; " see 
that she has every comfort." But the girl re- 
pelled it with a proud gesture, while a crimson 
flush spread over her beautiful face. 

'' No, Sir/' she said with simple dignity. " Did 
you then think I came to beg. Please to take 
back your gold, and believe me the lady shall 
have every comfort. All I want, Sir, is leave to 
tell the poor suflTerer that you will come." 

^^ I could not. Urge me not more ; death would 
be far, far preferable to such a meeting, but I pray 
of you to take the money. It is your duty ; it will 
procure luxuries you might not be able to afford. 

d2 
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^'It can in no way ease her wretchedness 
of mind. I may not touch it; and now that 
you have refused me, there is nothing left for 
me to do but return/^ said the girl mournfully. 

"You will leave me your address,'^ he said, 
bringing out his note-book, and Gipsy gave it 
while he wrote it down. 

^^ Oh ! Sir, I shall trust that you will yet come,^^ 
she said turning to go. 

" May a blessing attend you for every kind 
word you have given to her,'' he answered, 
wringing her hand at parting. 

Poor Gipsy was thoroughly dispirited on her 
return, and all the tender caresses of the forgiving 
Andre, or the rejoicings of poor old Voloki at her 
safe return, could not restore her customary 
lightness of heart. 

Esobel trembled violently when she told her 
that she had seen her husband at the old 
address. 

'' He would not let me come, I suppose ? " she 
said, looking at the girl's clouded face. 

''Dear Esobel, you are not strong enough ; you 
must wait a little," was the evasive answer. 
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But the sick woman would not be put off. 

^^Lucy, you must not deceive me; I must 
know all truly as you hope for mercy/^ she cried, 
raising herself and laying her hand on the girPs 
shoulder. *^ As you hope for mercy do not keep a 
single word back,^' and her thin face burned with 
intense eagerness. 

Not daring to disobey, Gipsy told her now, word 
for word, all that had passed between them, 
and when she finished the poor creature's tears 
flowed freely. 

My noble, true husband,'' she murmured, 

I am not worthy. Kiss me, Lucy. How 
can I repay your goodness? You have done 
weU." 

Next day, to the surprise of Voloki, an 
eminent physician arrived from London, who 
informed them that he had been sent at Mr. 
Wentworth's desire. 

^'Let him come," said Esobel gently, when 
they told her; "it is my husband's wish." 

But for all his care and skill the unhappy 
woman faded, faded fast. She had ceased to 
ask for her husband, or to wish for aught. She 
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lay there very quietly, very placidly, speaking 
but seldom, and all Gipsy^s efforts to cheer her 
were fruitless. 

They had remained a month at TJxbridge; 
November had come in darkly and drearily, and 
the tenth of that ungenial month was dismal to 
a degree. The raw searching north wind eddy- 
ing round the fallen leaves drove them into 
comers and crevices, and the rain fell with that 
quiet splash which betokens no intermission. 
The doctor had taken his leave. Gipsy way- 
laid him going out to learn tidings of her 
prot6g(6% 

" She is rather better, that is all I can say/' 
answered the grave man in black. '^But you 
must not expect her to recover, my good girl, 
for she cannot,^' he added in his dry business- 
like manner, and departed, leaving Gipsy in 
tears. 

The change for the better was very transient, 
for before four o'clock it would have been evi- 
dent to a more experienced eye than Gipsy^s that 
she was sinking rapidly. 
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Lucy/' she called. The girl went and hung 
over her aflTectionately. '' Lucy/' she repeated, 
''my husband could not come; there would be 
no use in asking him again, would there, 
Lucy ? " 

'' Dear Esobel, I will do anything you wish.'* 
Bless you '' was the faint reply. 
Oh ! Lucy, if I could only look on him ; and, 
Lucy, I have such a dead feeling at my heart, 
what can it be ? Raise me up. No, that does 
not ease, dear, dear Lucy.'' She laid her head 
upon the girl's shoulder and her lips grew blood- 
less. Lucy threw one arm round her, while she 
managed to reach the small hand-bell and rang 
violently. 

The woman of the house was out, but Andrl 
rushed to the door. 

''For the love of God," cried Lucy, "goto 
London and bring the doctor and Mr. Went- 
worth. 

"Oh! Andre, help me to lay poor Esobel 
down." He lent his aid and the dying woman 
smiled gratefully upon them. The Gipsy took 
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tlio written addresses and gave them to her 
lover. 

" Go to Mr. Wentworth first, and in mercy 
fail not to bring him. Andre I trust to you. Use 
every eflTort. Swear you will/^ she added with that 
devotion and fervency which made her face wear 
a higher look than mere beauty. 

'^ Lucy, she is very ill ; I cannot leave you 
alone " he whispered. 

^^ And you would waste the precious moments 
for a selfish fear, instead of bringing com- 
fort and relief? It is not like you, Andr^. 
Go, or I will myself. Oh ! delay not for my 
sake,'' she pleaded, bursting into tears ; '^ you 
would not be unkind.'' 

'' I would not. Oh ! Lucy, my love, you know 
better; " he held her to his breast a moment and 
was gone. Left alone, the girl's brave heart did 
not fail ; she took some wine and managed to ad- 
nunister it, and in a short time Esobel revived a 

little. " I feel better," she said brightly, '^ and, 
I^cy, you must tell my husband you are 
Connell OTlouke's child, — ^promise you will. 
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" Yes, dear Esobel, we will go together and tell 
liim, when you are better/' said Lucy cheeringly. 

Esobel shook her head. ^^ He would not wish 
me to go/' she said sadly. 

" Only wait until you are well, and see what 
wonderful things we will do/' said the bUthe 
young voice. 

The invalid smiled. ^^ What time is it Lucy ? " 
she asked. 

*' A quarter past five." 

'^ So much as that ! How long I must have 
slept, and how dark it is ! Fm sorry summer has 
gone, winter is so like my life." 

^^ But summer's coming again," smiled Lucy. 

^^ And how happy all my year might have been ! 
but' nothing can recall the past. Oh ! Lucy, 
Lucy," she cried, throwing her arms round 
her, while tears rolled down her hollow cheeks, 
'^ may you never, may you never suffer as I have 
done." 

"All will be well yet, dear Esobel; believe 
poor Lucy," said the girl with sobs choking her 
utterance. 
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A boot this time the landlady came in^ and was 
quick to notice the change. ^^It n^d be but 
Christian like to have some one to praj with her, 
p^xjr soul/' she said ; " and my Jem's in and I 
lay be fetches the minister in no time.'' 

When she was gone^ Esobel tamed her eyes 
unnaturally bright upon Lucy. 

'^ Did you say my husband was coming ? " she 
asked." 

'^ No, dear,] but he may/' she sighed deeply, 
and was still. 

''Its just like 'em/' whispered the landlady 
indignantly, returning in about half an hour. 
''They're no how to be got at when they're 
wanted, them ministers. Here's a bible, may be 
you'd read a bit yourself, my dear." 

Lucy stole soflly back to the bedside, and self- 
reproachful, thought how new and strange the 
words of blessed meaning were. She remembered 
the words of the preacher on Southsea Common 
about the bread of life. How eagerly she had 
sought it then in her ignorance! how little she 
had thought of it since ! for in her busy life there 
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was seldom time to think of ought else but the 
morrow^s display . . . She tmned over the 
pages and read a few verses, and once or twice 
she fancied the sick woman's lips moved in prayer, 
and then she slumbered again. 

Lucy's heart beat wildly in that still room. 
Would Andre succeed? Time wore on, and 
there was a gentle ring at the door ; neverthe- 
less it roused the sleeper, and she got up with a 
start. 

" Lucy, quick ! that odd feeling again ; give 
me your hand." 

Lucy threw her arms round her, — her courage 
was well-nigh spent, but her heart leapt within 
her. 

Andre came not alone ; there were other foot- 
steps on the stairs ; a minute later and the doctor 
entered, and his grave face told her the patient 
was in danger. 

" Mr. Wentworth is here,'' he said in a low 
tone, answering the girl's appeaHng look. 

Lucy slipped from the room : a haggard figure 
met her upon the landing. 



36 THE SCARBOROUGH BELLE. 



V 



>> 



" Thank God, you have come. Poor Esobel. 
She caught his hand, " Oh, Sir, there is no time 
to lose,'' but he withdrew it. 

"Stop,'' he cried, "I have overrated my 
strength, I cannot see her thus," and he leant 
against the balustrade faintly. 

The dying woman caught the accents of his 
voice, and they were like a life-giving cordial 
to her. 

" He has come, my husband ! Oh ! God bless 
him. Let me tell him that love for him has come 
into my heart, like a beautiful thing, cheering me 
all the time I have been lying here. Lucy, dear 
girl, help me to kneel at his feet for pardon." 
The words were heard outside by the afflicted 
man, and they drew him like a spell into the room, 
while Lucy stood beside her, clasping both her 
hands. 

" Courage, darling, she whispered, " he is here." 

Poor Esobel looked up through the gathering 
mists of death. 

'^ Let me touch but your hand, oh ! my hus- 
band, to feel that you do not loathe me. Say 
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one kind word. Oh, forgive me/' she cried, 
with grief that touched even the doctor's cal- 
lous heart. Harry Wentworth gave one look at 
the altered face, and then the fearful tide of a 
man's woe broke loose, and great sobs came, 
which shook his whole frame, while the veins 
stood out distinctly on his massive brow : still he 
came not near, although the thin hands were 
stretched out imploringly. 

'^ Sir," said the doctor sternly, '' this is no time 
to withhold pardon ; we all have need of it in an 
hour like this. Have a care how you trouble her. 
Sir, or it will be a source of distress to you 
ever after." 

But the warning fell upon deaf ears; he moved 
not, spoke not, he was pitiless in the great love 
of a deep strong nature. Had he loved her less, 
he might have taken the penitent sinner to his 
bosom ; but as a sweet bright flower had Harry 
Wentworth's wife been looked upon. No snow- 
drift was ever purer in his sight. The star was 
dim. The pure white glistening leaves were sul- 
lied and tarnished. 
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He held back; and while those by accused 
him of hardness of heart and craelty^ he suffered 
pangs ten thousand times more terrible than 
the man who would have poured forth pardon 
in tender soothing words ; for bestowing it 
would have helped to heal the wound, but here 
it cut down deeper into the flesh, and there was 
no balm for it. 

Harry Wentworth was a good, true, noble man^ 
but he had a lesson yet to learn ; simple, at the 
same time the grandest that ever fell on mortal 
ears ; for angels told it to a listening world that 
He who was spotless came to save and welcome 
to His gentle breast — oh I blessed be His name — 
bruised and bleeding spirits perchance more 
guilty once than the woman who had broken 
Harry Wentworth's heart. 

The dying Esobel had heard the doctor bid 
her husband come, and with that strengtb 
which sometimes makes the fading gleam bum 
so brighty at the last, freeing herself from Lucy^s 
loving clasp, she sat up in bed. 

" Hush 1 '* she said, laying her hand on the doc- 
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tor's shoulder, — " Not that. I must go to him 
for pardon/' 

And before he could prevent her, she had stag- 
gered half across the room to where her husband 
stood, and then the fictitious strength gave way ; 
and, springing forward, the doctor only caught 
her in time to save her from falling to the ground, 
Lucy's arms too were round her, and they bore 
her tenderly back to the bed. 

Death shadowed that wondrous power of vision, 
growing dark, and mercifully she knew not 
that her last struggle had been vain, or that 
her husband, in uncontrollable anguish, had 
left the room. She fancied that the hand which 
soothed her pillow, the arm which lent support, 
were his. 

" I can't see you, my husband, for the light is 
strong, and I am faint. But how blessed this for- 
giveness is ! how good you are — for I am such a 
sinner! but when I get — Oh! Harry — ^what — 
pain — ^yes — soon — " 

These were her last words : with a single moan, 
and a deep drawn breath, she laid her care-worn 
head on the doctor's shoulder. 
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A sweet smile of peace fastened upon her 
face and brought back youth : but it passed away 
with a heavy sigh, — and there was rest for the 
weary. 

'^ It's all over/' said the practitioner, turning 
to the weeping girl ; ^^ all her troubles are at an 
end, poor thing, 

^^SHB IS DEAD.'* 




CHAPTEE XXIV. 

"FRED verb's wife." 

On leaving May Leslie, Thornton hailed an 
empty cabriolet, as he sauntered leisurely along 
the Boulevards. ^' Drive to the Chfi,teau Fiore, 
Faubourg St. Honore/' he shouted, tapping the 
driver with his silver-headed cane, and then 

stepping in Ughtly 

It made rather a sensation among some of the 
c6teries of the French capital when Colonel Vere 
brought his wife to Paris, in the early spring of 
^55. A very beautiful woman she undoubtedly 
was, but her fame scarcely consisted in this so 
much as in the fact that she set the world^s 
opinion at defiance. And, certainly, her lovers 

VOL. III. B 



42 THE SCARBOROUGH BELLE. 

were many, and her intrigues not a few. The 
tongue of scandal wagged freely enough, even 
when little Fred Vere, with his hght hair and 
insipid face, dawdled by the side of this fair wife, 
through the most fashionable lounges, like a 
patient Newfoundland; or danced attendance 
upon her at balls, concerts, the theatre, or other 
places of amusement which she deigned to grace. 
But that poisonous tongue broke loose in worse 
insinuations when Fred Vere, of the Madras 
Cavalry, found that, as far as leave went, he had 
run the length of his tether, therefore, of neces- 
sity, must return to India ; and his wife, instead of 
accompanying him, left Paris and took the pretty 
Chateau Fiore, in the Faubourg St. Honor6. 
It was brilliantly lighted up on that September 
night when Charlie Thornton drove up to its 
entrance. The door flew open, as if by a touch 
of magic, to his light knock, and a little English 
girl, dressed in the height of French fashion, 
stood smiling before him. 

^^ Where's your mistress, Norette?" asked 
Thornton, passing his gloved hand caressingly 
over the girPs cheek. 
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" Mad-daw;m is in the sal-Ion '' (drawing-room 
had been dropped), answered the girl, with a 
saucy toss of her frizzed hair and diminutive lace 
cap. '' Please to follow, Sir.'' 

" Fm always pleased when it's you, Norette." 

Norette smoothed out the frills of her tiny 
apron, and walked on demurely. " Mad-daiym 
is quite alone," she whispered, looking back 
archly; and then throwing the door open, an- 
nounced the visitor. 

The sal'lon, as Norette termed it, of the Cha- 
teau Fiore was a pretty room, with two French 
windows opening upon the lawn, but to-night 
they were draped with blue damask; and in 
keeping with these there was a becoming mixture 
of white, blue, and gold, in the arrangement of 
the furniture; while the carpet, with its white 
ground of velvety pile, was covered with tied-up 
bunches of roses and forget-me-nots, so natural 
that one felt inclined to stoop and pick up the 
fragrant-looking little bouquets. But had the 
reader entered with Charlie Thornton on this 
peculiar evening, I fancy he would have ignored 
all this, and given his undivided attention to the 
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Hlight figure reclining on the low ottoman by the 
firepliice, more like an eastern sultana, or one of 
iiyron'H liouriH, than aught else, the fantastic 
Htyle of h(»r dress assisting to cany out the idea. 
Over a white dress she wore a tunic of pink velvet, 
the bodice of which was curiously studded with 
Heed pearls ; two large pearls. looped up the short 
sleeve, leaving the white rounded arms bare; the 
small ears were not disfigured by earrings, and 
the only ornament she wore was a pink coral 
necklace of beautiful workmanship, the pearl 
pendant of which, lying upon her breast, looked 
<lull and dark, contrasting with its dazzling fair- 
ness; her golden hair rippled down her back, 
partly confined by a net of fine gold thread, and 
the tiniest, most witching fez a la Orec of pink 
velvet, with pearl tassel, was placed coquettishly 
on one side of the shining tresses. 

" En grande toilette, Mrs. Vere,'' said Thorn- 
ton, approaching her with an air of reckless 
dehonnaire. She looked up quickly, with anger 
and vexation in her dark eyes. " OS, to 'queen 
it ' at some ball or other, as usual,^^ he continued, 
without heeding her displeasure. '^ Don't let me 
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make you late, for Fm going directly. It's 
awfully kind in you to see me at all to- night.'' 

^^Kind!" sneered Sola, curling her lip with 
ineffable scorn. " When a man talks so much of 
a woman's kindness to her face, he means to 
remind her that it is oppressive and a bore to 
him; in fact, that he would willingly dispense 
with it and her society at the same time. It's 
one of the finikin, paltry subterfuges that a man 
of the world uses — when all the time, if the 
thoughts of his heart were written, they might be 
summed up and read in these words, ^ I want to 
be done with you, only I'm too great a craven to 
tell you so.' " 

^^ Pooh ! nonsense. I never meant to imply any 
such thing ; but come and tell me why you are 
so cross to-night," said Thornton, with a light 
laugh, taking her hand. 

^^You think I am piqued," retorted the lady. 
" Then allow me to tell you I never condescend to 
be so small; and another thing, that I hate 
beating about the bush. If I were a man, I 
would never sneak out my feelings like that, I'd 
be downright." 
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" Why, what do you mean ? You cannot 
surely be in earnest, Eola ? How have I oflTended 
you? J never meant to do so/' He seated 
himself by her side on the couch as he spoke. 
She moved a little away, and, turning round, 
faced him ; there was an ugly flush in her dark 
eyes as she did so. " Now, look here,'' she said, 
"you know I hate half measures, make-beliefs, 
excuses, and all that kind of thing. I am terribly 
earnest myself; and I never took a step in my 
life without an end in view. And my whole heart 
was in my purpose. There is a reason why I see 
you time after time, and. Heaven help me, I cannot 
control it. You have not this reason. Why have 
you come ? Answer me, Charles, you have no soft 
simpleton to deal with, whom a flower or a loving 
word will quiet. Mind this — and if — if you have 
been playing and amusing yourself with me all 
these months, you have done a deadly thing for 
yourself. I do not jest — a deadly thing ; you had 
far, far better have gone to the wild beast's lair, 
and tickled him with a straw until he rose and tore 
you in pieces. Ah ! you laugh ; well, never mind ; 
have a care. I have warned you ; now answer me 
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truly, — do you hear ? I will pick the truth from 
your heart whether you will or no ; I can read it 
on your face : look at me and answer. ' Why 
have you come ? ' '^ 

I don't suppose man ever gazed on more weird- 
like beauty than Thornton, as these syllables 
fell slowly from her quivering lips. The violet 
eyes, almost black with emotion, blazed with 
light ; the face, with its sweet child-like expres- 
sion, set and rigid ; the sunny hair, the festive 
dress. There was fathomless passion for good or 
evil in that beautiful face. I believe any other man, 
whether he loved her or not, would have knelt 
and poured out his soul in passionate words 
then; but Charlie Thornton was that strange 
anomaly, a bad — thoroughly bad and worldly — 
man, who had felt one great pure love; that 
love was like a ray of light flickering through the 
crevices of a dungeon ; it had been extinguished, 
and all was, if anything, darker than before; 
woman, once more a toy, a plaything, — ^mammon 
and the world, gods. Nevertheless, to-night, 
when he looked on the face of the woman at his 
side, he felt, for the first time, that he had been 
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playing with edged tools, and pretty sharp ones 
too/ and he lost for a moment his usual ease. 

'^ Why have I come ? Answer it yourself/' he 
hastened to say. ''What would bring me if I did 
not love you ? " taking both her hands. 

'' I don't believe it/' she answered more softly, 
leaving her hands still in his. 

'' How am I to make you, dearest ?" he con- 
tinued in a low whisper. 

As he drew near to her she raised her face, and 
looked a wistful, passionate look, and guilty joy 
came flooding in, dyeing face and bosom crimson, 
drowning for the moment suspicion and every 
doubt. Thornton would have been more than man 
had he resisted the ardour of that gaze. Carried 
away by her loveliness and her emotion, he folded 
her in his arms, and, although on the eve of 
marriage with the youthful May, whispered 
words of love ; never more fervently, never more 
falsely. Sola's bosom rose and fell as she listened. 
The cup of happiness, all evil as it was, placed to 
her lips, she was ready to drain it to the very dregs. 
But in spite of the burning words, there was some- 
thing which damped the joy in the woman's heart ; 
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for in this, the love of her life, she yearned for a 
reverence, a chaste worship, that from any other 
would have wearied. And now there was a per- 
ceptible grossness and freedom about Thomton^s 
manner which stung her more deeply than his 
carelessness. ^^ Pity ! — Mercy ! '^ she gasped. 
'^ Do not speak in that way ; do you think that 
every better feeling is dead within me ? " 

" You are so fanciful, to-night,^' said Thornton, 
kissing her small white hand. " See, I want to 
know if you like this little book of poems just 
out ; some are pretty, I think, and the title is re- 
freshing : ' A Few Wild Flowers.' " He handed 
her a small, gaily bound volume. 

" Bead me something out of it, will you ? '* 
she asked, handing it back to him with a 
smile. 

^^ Yes, if you like,'' he replied. ^^ Some of the 
flowers are very wild; one about a fellow going 
to battle to get rid of life, because some girl 
wouldn't have him, and another about a girl 
breaking her heart because her lover was untrue. 
Pshaw ! great stuff; women never do anything 
of the kind, do they, Bola ? 
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" ^lore frequently than men, I think, because 
they are not so selfish/' she replied. 

'' Complimentary. It's wholesome to be with 
you, Eola." 

" Well, are you going to read ? " she asked. 

" Wait — I want to find that good little girl for 
you," but while he turned over the pages, Norette 
rapped lightly at the door and entered with a 
tray laden with cold chicken, champagne, fruit, 
and other dainties. 

" How jolly this is ! " said Thornton, vigorously 
attacking the cold chicken, after handing Eola 
a chair. 

Something in the speech displeased her ; she 
was deaf and blind to all around. He was talk- 
ing carelessly, enjoying the good things before 
him, so there was no reply to his comment. 

" Where is Mrs. Desterre ? " he asked next, 
crossing his knife and fork on his plate, and 
breaking sundry bits from his French roll. 

"Mamma has gone to London for three 
weeks," was the reply. 

" Oh ! " said Charlie. " Take some salad, 
Eola." 
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" No, thanks/' 

" Bad taste. But ni tell you what it is, 
Bola, I can't make your mother out one bit. She 
writes to me now and then, and Pve half a sus- 
picion that she was the unknown Samaritan who 
came to the rescue when those confounded cre- 
ditors were going to put me into 'choky,' and, 
you know, she never will see me." 

'^ Bah ! I suppose you want me to believe 
that mamma is in love," laughed Eola. "The 
vanity of some men is beyond belief." 

" No, Eola, my dear girl, I'm not quite such a 
donkey as that ; but her interest in a stranger, as 
I am to her, is one of those things that one 
cannot understand. You remember the Scar- 
borough ball ?" 

" Yes," replied Eola. " But if you suspect 
that mamma paid your debts, you are vastly 
wiser than I. How could you possibly know ? " 

"Well, it was just in this way," returned 
Thornton. "The good Samaritan employed a 
solicitor to discharge many of my debts, and I 
went to his chambers one morning about a brute 
of a hatter who would not go away without his 
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money, and on the desk lay a letter ; it was 
written in round text hand. At the distance 
from where I sat I caught sight of ' Thornton's 
liabilities/ so I shot a glance at the sig., and it was 
Clara Desterre. Is that your mother's name ? '* 

Eola bent her head in acknowledgment. 

'* Well, I was so amazed that I asked old 
parchments if he would let me read it ? " 

'^^Read which?' he exclaimed, hopping off 
his stool in a trice. 

'' ' This, Sir.' 

" ^ Oh ! ' and he screwed up his face with the 
most unintelligible expression you can imagine. 
Closing his lips firmly, he opened them with a 
kind of snap," 

'' ' Well, Sir, I — I really don't know what ot 
say. May I ask if you have made yourself 
aware of its contents ? ' I could have kicked 
the old rascal, but I simply told him ' No.' 

^^ ^ Good. Ah, well. Sir, the truth is I inad- 
vertently laid the letter there ; but I am bound 
in honour to keep its contents strictly private. 
I could not therefore give you any information or 
permit you to read it.' And so ended the 
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matter; but I have always thought since that 
your mother helped me/' 

^^ It does seem odd. Your name is never 
mentioned by her to me/' replied Eola. 
There was a long silence; both thought. 
^' What nice perfume,'' said Thornton, rising at 
length and strolling over to a table of beautiful 
marquetry on which stood an old China vase 
filled with withered leaves. " How do you 
make it ? " 

" Make which ? That, oh ! I don't make it 
at all," said Eola smiling. " It is only a mixture 
of Indian grasses which Fred brought home last 
time." 

Thornton looked at her as she mentioned her 
husband's name. Something in the look puzzled 
her. She coloured, and taking a book from the 
table, seated herself upon an ottoman ; Thornton 
went back to the sofa. 

" Eola." 

She gave a quick look up with those star-like 
eyes, but Thornton was proof against enchantment. 

" Well," she asked, " what is it ? " 

" You have not told me for whom all this pretty 
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harncHS was worn, he said ; it^s devilish killing, 
I can tell you." 

** It ha.s not killed you, at any rate," retorted 
Eola. 

" I don't die easily. But who was it worn for, 
tell me." 

''Ilien if you must know, Madame Michaur 
gives a noiric dansante, I was going when Norette 
gave me your note." 

'' I am so sorry. How stupid ! I should have 
sent it earlier." She rose up as he spoke, and 
taking a scented rose from its slender crystal vase^ 
knelt before him a very Zulieka. '^ It's weak, 
wretched, wicked," she cried in sweet low tones ; 
*' but, oh ! the joy of having you with me. I would 
give up all for it ; and you have sworn it was the 
same with you." She put the rose caressingly in 
his button-hole, and in so doing, hid her face, 
radiant with joy, dyed with shame. 

Thornton was not particularly glad just then 
at being reminded of the vows he had made to 
this woman ; he wished to turn it oflf lightly, and 
he remembered an evening, not very long ago, 
when he had called her his treasure, the star of 
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his existence, and sworn that he would willingly 
have died for her, when nothing was more remote 
from his intentions. Her beauty had dazzled for 
a time ; but now, like a bright tropical flower, it 
wearied him, and he could not fling her oflf as he 
had the miserable Esobel. She was made of dif- 
ferent stufl*; and as she knelt there, the very in- 
carnation of all that could captivate or bewitch 
the senses, he inwardly cursed her and his folly 

too. 

, Scornfully withering epithets fell not from his 

lips as they had done before; nevertheless, he 
put on an air of trifling disdain, which passeth 
in its sting the cruellest of words or blows. 

" I am so glad to have amused you,'' he said, 
smiling, and passing his hand across her cheek 
as he might have caressed a spoilt child. 

Eola rose> her whole soul had gone out in 
her last sentence, and there was mockery in his 
smile, his touch, his voice. She went slowly 
from him and seated herself on the low fauteuil 
opposite. The gall was entering into her soul, 
she had humbled herself for nought. 

Thornton felt very uncomfortable. "When 
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I once get my foot out of it, I shall call it deuced 
lucky. If I made love to her, she returned it ; 
good measure, too,*' he kept repeating as a quietus 
to his conscience. 

He watched the small shapely hands twining 
in and out of each other, opposite. "What a 
nuisance it is,'' he muttered, half aloud. 

'^ I forgot," she said at last, with an efiFort to 
speak coldly, "that you mention in your note hav- 
ing something to say to me. Pray what is it ? '* 

" Gad, she must hear it," he exclaimed, giving 
the sofa cushion a sudden jerk upwards. " If I 
shilly-shally longer, it will get wind, and then 
there will be no end of a row with old Leslie. . An 
intrigue with a married woman. Why, he would 
take fright directly, and there would be an end 
to May's hundreds, and the devil to pay when 
the husband comes back. She must hear it." He 
gave a dry cough and then began : " Eola, dear ; " 
(her head had been pressed upon her hands, she 
raised it) . " I have just been thinking," he went 
on, "that it will be better if we see less of each 
other j it is such a beastly tattling world for 
scandal ; and then your husband, Eola, we must 
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think of him. If he heard anything it would 
play the old Harry/' 

Sola heard him out, although every word was 
as a barbed arrow entering the flesh ; the hate of 
the Pythoness was struggling with the shame of 
the degraded woman; the first triumphed, and 
she sprang to her feet. 

^' Thank you'' she sneered, '^ for your care of my 
welfare ; but when I unexpectedly met you at 
St. Cloud eight months ago, I was similarly 
situated. I had a husband, and I should fancy 
it was quite as detrimental to him then as now, 
yet you never warned me ; nay, rather lured me 
on to believe that I was all in all to you. But 
now that you are tired of my society, all at once, 
my reputation has become dear to you. 

'' I hate a lie from a man, like the deuce, ^^ she 
added with a fling of her old fast manner. " It's 
a cowardly, craven thing, and I don't believe a 
brave man would tell one to save his life ; and you 
told a weak, base lie when you said just now that 
you loved me ; you do not, and preach morality to 
cast me oflf. Charles Thornton, you cannot blind 
me. I see through your character, and despite 

VOL. III. F 
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the spell which is upon me, I hate and despise 
it/' 

Her words hurled out with such relentless fury, 
and the scorn which flashed from her dark eyes, 
were anything but a pleasant dose for Thornton ; 
the mesh was not quite so easy to unwind after 
all. Looking at that fair, yet unflinching face, he 
was driven to his wit's end ; he got up and forced 
her to sit by him once more on the fmdeuil, 

" EoV he said desperately, "you are unkind, 
unjust } I have not liked to break the truth to 
you. There is another reason why I must not 
see you ; I am going to be married. The step 
is bom of necessity, for the girl has money and I 
have none.*' 

The handsome face grew very dark, the hands 
clasped tightly together. " How I hate her ! '' 
came hissing from between the small white teeth. 

" Who is she ? '' she demanded. 

" May Leslie. I showed her to you the other 
day driving a white arab.'' 

" And you have had no confidence, no trust ; 
this is the first time you have broached the sub- 
ject. No man withholds it from a woman he 
loves, so every action proves you false to me.'* 
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" Nonsense^' said Thornton, impatiently. " I 
did not know what I was going to do until to- 
day." 

" Hush ! '* cried the excited woman, getting up 
and pacing the length of the room ; " if you knew 
how destestable those paltry, frippery phrases are 
to me, with my brain on fire and my heart break- 
ing.^' She went to the window, and drawing 
aside the damask hangings, leaned her head 
against the cool pane, sobbing bitterly. 

'' I wish to heaven we had never met, Bola,'' 
said Thornton, going up to her and laying his 
hand carelessly upon her shoulder. Do tell me 
what I can do for you.'* 

" Nothing," answered Eola, speaking thicl<y 
"Oh! Charles Thornton, God knows I never 
loved until I saw you. If I had thought you 
cared for me, ' ever so little,' I would not have 
married Fred Vere. My love for you has been 
the only real bit in my life. All the rest has 
been a farce, played from day to day. I, a pup- 
pet, tricked out for admiration, standing the 
sneers of women, and the oflf-hand admiration 
of men; but purposing all through to make 

f2 
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some fool give me his name. I met you, and 
then all changed. I lived a truer, purer life, 
until I learned that I was living it in vain, and 
that you shunned me. Soon I was myself again ; 
the old black thoughts, the worthless ambition. 
I laughed at the riddled virtuous cloak I had 
worn. Fred Vere had followed us to London, 
and was inveigled into marrying me. Let me 
do him justice ; he has been kind and good, truly 
so ; we might even have been happy. But you 
started up at St. Cloud, and the moment I saw 
you I knew it was all over, and that my fate 
had come.'* 

" Well, I am sprry I have caused all this mis- 
chief,^^ he said, although his bright face was not 
darkened. ^^ You know how I am situated ; it is all 
right with you, you see. My dear girl, you cannot 
tell how glad I was to hear of your marriage. I 
dare say Vere is the very fellow to go nicely in the 
leading-strings ; no kicking, shying, or anything 
of that kind ; ambles on evenly without a wish to 
shake oflf his winkers. Give me a kiss, my pet, 
I must be oflf.'^ 

a Won't—" 
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" All ! you do well to keep them for a worthier 
object/' 

" And you do well, Captain Thornton, to insult 
a woman who has betrayed her weakness to you/' 
And Eola, with livid face and eyes burning like 
live coal, came forward a few steps and stood be- 
fore him. Still he remained there unmoved, toying 
with a jewelled pen-holder, and his blue eyes wort 
a smile in their mocking depths. " You do well " 
she repeated, '^ to insult a woman who, with all her 
faults, has loved you better than her own soul; to 
choose the hour of her suflTering, her weakness, 
when the sense of the shame and degradation is 
strong upon her. Why it's like a giant crushing a 
fly in his huge graap, and feeling proud of his 
puny feat ; for what can be more helpless than 
the woman who places herself in a man's power, 
by word or deed. Yet this very knowledge would 
make a strong, true man, deal tenderly, gently, 
with her; but you use it to crush me to the 
earth." The last sentence was sobbed out rather 
than said. 

" Bola " — there was impatience in the voice ; 
nevertheless, he threw down the pen and turned 
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towards her, " do tell me what I can do. I will 
do as you wish, anything. 

*' Leave me,'^ cried the woman, swaying her 
slight frame to and fro. 

"Well, darling, perhaps it will be best now,'* was 
his reply, with a look of caution towards the door, 
and then a visible frown at the writhing figure. 
" But we part friends ; don't we ? " he asked, 
trying to take her hand, and decking his face 
with a smile, meant to be soft and winning ; but 
the counterfeit would pass no longer for the real. 
Eola's powers of perception, always acute, were 
pretematurally so to-night, enabling her almost to 
read his thoughts.'* 

" Coward ! " she flashed out, " you would tram- 
ple upon, scorn, and leave me to die, without one 
pang to your selfish heart ; did you not fear — 
fear that — that the worm might turn, and mar 
your happiness ? But I know you, Charles Thorn- 
ton, and you shall not escape.'' 

Thornton gave one more look of desperation 
towards the door; in his heart he could have 
wrung the slender snow-white neck between his 
large bronzed hands. "The devil," he said to him- 
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self* Nevertheless, he was obliged to clothe his 
words with humility. '' Listen a moment. Sola ; 
what have I done after all that you should feel 
so bitterly towards me ? You know exactly how 
I am placed, so that I cannot follow the dictates of 
my own heart ; you don^t know how much pain I 
have felt at it all, yet you blame me. If I have 
in any way displeased you, forgive me, dearest — 
why should we part in anger.'* 

" That will do,*' said Eola rising ; '^ you would 
gladly persuade me that I am decbiving myself 
instead of being deceived. You should have cho- 
sen a blinder dupe ; I will not listen ; I will not be 
trifled with. Leave, or I will summon the ser- 
vants,'* The small hand was on the inlaid knob ; 
there was no lack of resolution on the delicate 
features. 

Thornton sprang towards her. ^^ Eola, hear 
one word, and I will trouble you no more. I am 
going away to England for a month or two. If 
we part thus, it may be long before we meet 
again.'' 

It was wonderful how much sadness he was 
able to throw into the words ; there was no 
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frivolity now^ all was seeming moomfnl earnest- 
ness, and he triamphed once again. 

The slender fingers were withdrawn from the 
bell, and the frenzied woman covered her cold 
white face with them, and crouched once more 
on the low fauteuil. 

" Leave mo. Oh ! in mercy go. I can bear no 
more now/' The voice was broken, the courage 
gone. 

'* Eola/' said Thornton, still in the same grave 
tone, " I will leave you as you wish, but if 
you should care to see me again before I go, 
send me a note, and I will come to you at any 
time.'* 

He read the blank wretchedness which had 
come to the beautiful face, and took it as a 
safe omen. A love like hers rarely worketh its 
object ill. Seizing the small hand he raised it 
to his lips, and, with a whispered blessing, was 
gone. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

LUCY AN HEIRESS. 

The warm sunny light of a still July evening 
shone into the parlour of the little house at 
Kensington. Eeggie, no longer little, but a fine 
well-grown youth, sat at a table by the open 
window, busy working a long irregular mass of 
figures upon his slate ; and the fair boyish brow 
was every now and then contracted by a frown 
as he waded through the intricacy of the sum, 
until at last the sunny face was quite overcast, 
and the pencil thrown down in despair. 

I canH do it, Sir,^' he exclaimed petulantly ; 
the fractions bother so,*' addressing a pale. 
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broken-hearted looking man^ who reclined lan- 
guidly in his arm-chair. 

He raised his head wearily and looked on 
the young, glowing, youthful face, with a heavy 
sigh. 

'^ You must persevere, Reggie,'^ he answered ; 
" you cannot succeed without it, and I am glad 
when I see you try to do your best.'^ 

" You know I love to please you,*' returned 
the youth warmly. " I will work it over, all right 
through, and see if I don't master it ;'' and he 
smiled fondly on the face opposite, and then 
attacked his task with fresh vigour ; while Harry 
sank again into dreamy abstraction, and every 
tick of the timepiece on the mantelshelf was 
heard with that startling distinctness which falls 
so solemnly on the wakeful listener's ear in the 
watches of the night. 

In the quiet of that little room sat those two, 
so strangely opposite : the youth, to whom life 
was a great and glorious thing — when each fairy 
dream seems a reality, and we fancy that we 
have only to reach forth a hand in order to cull 
the flowers of hope ; and the middle-aged man. 
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who had wakened from evety dream with a bitter 
waking— to whom every bright blossom con- 
tained a canker-worm; foot- sore and weary he 

■ 

had thrown down his arms and retired from the 
conflict while it was yet day ; the storm was too 
dark — the billows too strong — and he was cast a 
wreck on the shores of life. And while they 
were seated thus, there came a rap to the 
door. 

^' If you please. Sir,'' said the maid, entering, 
and handing a folded paper, "a young person 
desired me to give you this, and wants to know 
if she could see yort. She is waiting downstairs. 
Sir.'' 

" Will you see me for Esobel's sake ? Lucy," 
were the few words written ; and as Harry Went- 
worth read them, the paper fluttered from his 
nerveless grasp. 

'^ Show her up ; I will see her," he said 
hoarsely, turning to the lad. 

Reggie went at once, without one question. 
It was beautiful to see the tender respect, the 
loving obedience, rendered so readily by this 
child of his adoption. 
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Beacliing the liall, the lad encountered the 
pretty, dark-eyed Gipsy of our story; but she 
might, instead, have been the most hideous 
crone in the three kingdoms, for poor Reggie 
seemed so horrified at the first glimpse of a 
smart little hat and scarlet feather, that he kept 
his great blue eyes steadily averted. I fear he 
did not make the most graceful of bows, or 
address the maiden in the most cordial of 
phrases, but simply, with an awkward, yet very 
decided bob of his curly pate, bade her '^ Walk 
upstairs, please ;'' and taking three steps at a 
time, so as to keep the young lady at a proper 
distance, he opened the parlour door, and as she 
entered, vanished from her sight with the bashful- 
ness of his few years. 

'^ I have not liked to intrude on you before 
Sir,'^ said the girl ; '^ and I trust I have not even 
now done so too soon." 

Harry rose. 

'^ God bless you," he said tremulously ; " I 
owe you a heavy debt of gratitude, which I can 
never repay. I have longed to see you many 
times. Why did you go away so suddenly, with- 
out a word or message ?" 
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Lucy blushed ; she was not going to tell the 
whole truth, — ^how she had gone away in order 
that, by hard toil, she might redeem Bsobel's 
jewels, which had been pledged for her support ; 
she would not tell how many self-denials and 
privations she had submitted to, to get into her 
possession these, the dead woman^s trinkets, 
which she carried with her now, packed in that 
little square parcel, ready to restore to the hus- 
band, so that they might be as precious things 
to him now. 

'f I thought the sight of me would pain you 
for a little, Sir,^' she answered; ''and, please, 
these are a few things belonging to our poor 
Esobel,'^ she added, laying the packet on the 
table. 

Harry Wentworth flushed, and then turned 
deadly pale. 

In his desk lay a worn silver pencil-case, with 
a plain cornelian stone for a seal, which he had 
stolen playfully from EsobePs work-basket ere 
she became his wife. Young and fresh then, the 
taint of sin and care was not upon her. This 
pencil had been forgotten on that night of dark 
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despair, when Harry Wentworth cast the tokens 
of his wife's presence into the flames. No very 
long time had elapsed, and even now that fearful 
prayer, breathed forth in his anguish, had been 
granted, — ^^ She was dead.'' And the last dread 
hour had been wept over, with tears which few 
men weep, and live, — thought over with regret 
which had pierced his heart like a red-hot iron ; 
nevertheless, something of the same feeling caused 
him to leave the little packet lying there un- 
touched. 

'^ Take it back," he said to Lucy ; ^^ I 
have got the only remembrance I wish to 
keep." 

Lucy's heart was hardening rapidly against 
the unrelenting husband. Had poor Esobel's 
penitence, her pain, called forth no pity even ? 
Her warm heart rose and rebelled, and tears 
filled her eyes as she reverently took up again 
the discarded offering. She would have left 
Harry Wentworth then, in anger, for she read 
not the power of his grief, masked under a cold 
exterior. (Yea, truly, the heart knoweth its own 
sorrow, and a stranger intermeddleth not there- 
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with.) But there was the dying EsobePs request 
to be fulfilled. She must make herself known 
as Connell (yRouke's daughter ; so, with . as 
much stiffness as she could infuse into her 
manner, she told her little history, with its hard- 
ships, to which poor Bsobel had listened with 
such interest. 

" Just heaven ! Can this be possible ? It 
seems like at dream. You, the child of my poor 
friend ? It cannot be true ! ^' 

'^ Do you recognize this, Sir ? " answered the 
girl, tenderly drawing a miniature from her 
bosom. " It was stolen from me when very ill ; 
but the Volokis helped me to trace the woman, 
and she confessed where she pawned it,'^ she 
added, handing it to Harry. 

He gazed at it long and intently, — at the 
handsome features, the dark blue Irish eyes, 
which seemed to smile upon him ; — his hand 
trembled. 

" God help me ! " he cried ; " it appears but 
yesterday that we were together, and yet what 
dark years have rolled by for us bo^h ; but he is 
at rest/' he whispered, with a heavy s'igh, giving it 
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back. '^ And now, my child, if you were dear to 
me for reasons I may not dwell upon, you are yet 
dearer for my poor friend's sake. To me, life, 
with its joys and hopes, is as a thing passed 
away, Lucy ; but yours, my child, I pray may be 
useful and happy. And, strange to say, there 
was a paragraph in the ' Times,' a long time since, 
requesting relatives of Connell O'Rouke to apply 
to a solicitor in Lincoln's Inn Fields. I will take 
you there, for it may be of use to you. Can 
you remain here to-night, and go with me to- 
morrow ? " 

But Lucy would not. " The poor Padre 
would feel anxious," she said. And so it was 
arranged that she should see Harry Wentworth 
again. 

" I had almost given it up as hopeless, and 
told Miss Nantz so," said the lawyer, when 
Harry, on the following day, arrived at his 
chambers, accompanied by Lucy, and made 
known the case to him. 

" An odd story," he remarked ; " but you are 
lucky," he added, turning to Lucy. " My client 
is rich. Now, — let me see. Ah! here is the 
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address. You must see Miss Nantz ; and I will 
go with you, in order to explain/* 

Confused and bewildered, Lucy took her seat 
in the cab, beside the sorrowful man, while the 
brisk little lawyer curled himself up in a corner 
opposite; and thus they were whirled away to 
the West-End square. 

Lucy and her companion were shown into a 
large room, shaded by its green jalousies y and 
darkened by rich draperies. 

Unaccustomed to splendour, the girl was 
about to give vent to her feelings of delight, 
when a look at the grave face checked her, and 
she felt instinctively that bright gay thing must 
seem a mockery to him ; she fancied that the 
features had grown more sharp and thin, even 
with that day's slight contact with the world, 
and, forgetting her hard thoughts of the day 
before, her dark eyes filled with tears of com- 
passion. 

'^ I am sorry. Sir, you have taken so much 
trouble on my account. I fear you are not able 
for it,*' she whispered gently to him. 

*'Lucy,'' he answered quietly, ^' I can never do 
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enough to prove my gratitude to you ; but may 
every blessing be showered upon you for your 
deed of mercy. Say no more, my child, I cannot 
bear it.^' 

They waited on in sflence, and the grandeur 
and stillness of the room grew oppressive to the 
girl. At length the door opened, and Lindora 
Nantz came into the room. Excitement lent a 
glow to the sallow cheek, and even a sparkle to 
the usually dead black eyes. Nevertheless, the 
face was not one whit less ghastly, or the form 
less grotesque, even although the robe of many 
colours had given place to a Quaker-like robe of 
grey silk. The little figure burst so comically 
upon Lucy, that she could with difficulty refrain 
from smiling. She did so, nevertheless, with 
that true politeness which a kind heart teaches 
far better than the world^s school. 

" You are Connell O^Bouke^s daughter, the 
little child I have so often nursed ? ^^ she said, 
taking the girl's hands. " You are not like 
him, — ^not like your poor father ; and yet there 
is a look, too, that reminds me of him. You 
have turned up so strangely, to be a comfort to 
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a lonely old woman ; you must never leave me 
now, Mara/^ 

She looked wistfully into the sunny face. Lucy 
coloured. 

" I trust I may prove a comfort to you. 
Ma'am ; but I will never leave those who took 
me away from misery, and have been kind to me 
all these years.'' 

'^ The same kind heart, — the same generous 
feeling," cried the Golden Witch, in a transport 
of delight. '^ Oh, I can thank God now from my 
very heart, for after all these years of lonely 
waiting he has sent me something to love — 
something to cherish. You shall not forsake 
your old friends, Mara; at the same time you 
will be to me the dearest thing on earth." 

After expressing his pleasure that the orphan of 
his poor school companion had met with so good a 
friend, and refusing all hospitality, Harry Went- 
worth gladly took leave of Miss Nantz and the 
lawyer, after it had been arranged that Mara and 
the Voloki should hold an interview with Miss 
Nantz next day 

Lights shone once more from the windows of 
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No. — f in the West-End square. Orange- 
and citron-trees, with the yellow-tufted acacia, 
scented the long wide balcony. Chinese lamps 
hung among the green boughs of the conserva- 
tory, the exquisite painting of which vied with 
the clustering mass of blossom. Swiss and 
Spanish peasant girls glanced out and in, carry- 
ing tiny baskets laden with purple grapes and 
bright-bloomed nectarines, ready to tempt the 
guests with the witchery of their smiles to par- 
take of the luscious fruit. The musicians, hid 
by the verdant screen, were once again tuning 
their sweet-toned instruments, and the foantain 
sending its gem-like showers into the marble 
basin. 

In the smallest room of that splendid mansion 
sat its odd, eccentric little mistress. She was 
looking much frailer than of old, and yet there 
was a look of quiet content and rest on the small 
face, making the wrinkles seem fewer, the sickly 
hue less discernible. The flaring contrasts, too, 
were not so conspicuous, and in the rich robe of 
garnet velvet and the gorgeous shawl of white 
lace which covered it, some one's taste to-night 
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had toned down the outre fancies of the Golden 
Witch. Her features softened, and intense 
affection was stamped on every lineament, as the 
door opened and a young girl bounded into the 
room. No fresher, lovelier sight could eyes have 
dwelt on than Mara O'Rouke on this, her 
eighteenth birthday, decked in her costly ball 
dress of filmy white. Gleaming pearls were 
twined 'mid the coils of her silky raven hair, and 
a single scarlet rose was fastened at the side. 
The great dark eyes, with their heavy black 
fringes, were full of light and soft fire, and a 
crimson flush lay on her beautiful face and 
parted lips. 

" Oh ! Auntie, how nice you look ! '' she cried, 
throwing her arms round the aged woman's 
neck. 

Lindora Nantz smiled sadly as she returned 
the girl's caress. '^I would have given much 
for words like these in the old vain days gone 
by, Mara," she said gently. ^' When I was your 
age, darling, and long, long after, my soul pined 
and died within, because I possessed neither 
love nor beauty. I thought that these alone 
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constituted happiness; but I have learned of 
late, darling, that there are brighter things than 
these to wish and long for — the life that will 
burst on us beyond the grave. So all my pride 
is centred in you, my child/' she added in a 
gayer tone. ^^And here is your birthday gift. 
Are you pleased ? ^' She drew a pearl bracelet 
from its satin-lined case and clasped it on the 
girPs arm as she spoke. 

'' Oh, how lovely ! '' exclaimed her protegSe. 
''you are far too good to me, dear Auntie. I 
don't know how to thank you for it all." 

'' Hush ! who came to save my yesars from 
lonely desertion ? Who — '' but ere poor Miss 
Nantz could finish her sentence, a servant rapped 
at the door and handed a note to Mara. The 
girl changed colour as she caught sight of the 
handwriting. " Auntie, it is from that naughty 
Andre, who has almost cut us of late,'' she 
whispered, taking the missive in her trembling 
hands. " What can he have to say ? " 

''I don't know, my dear," answered Miss 
Nantz, adjusting the bracelet on the prettily- 
shaped arm, while the girl read. 
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" Auntie ? " Never had the mirthful voice 
fallen so sadly on the old Woman^s ears before. 

She looked up in astonishment. " What is it, 
dear ? Mara, what is the matter ? '^ she asked, 
seeing all joy, all radiance, die out of the saucy 
gipsy-looking face, leaving it as wan as the pale 
gems which mingled with her midnight hair. 

'^ ' He ' is not coming, Andr6 I mean, and he 
knows it is my birthday. It is too cruel ! And 
I have noticed that of late he has avoided us ; 
and oh ! Auntie, what is the whole world to me 
without him ? What does it mean ? Do you 
think,^^ she added, lowering her voice, while the 
blood came back to neck and face, ^^ do you 
think. Auntie, I may have seemed bold and 
unwomanly, because of late I have more than 
ever let him see my love, lest he might think 
fortune had changed my heart. Oh ! Auntie, if 
it were so, I would not care to live ; the shame 
would be so bitter,^' and, kneeling down, she 
hid her pure young face in the folds of Miss 
Nantz^s lace shawl. 

Romance still lingered at the bottom of the 
Golden Witches heart, ^nd this little love aflfair 
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stirred up the dregs, and she took up cudgels 
for the absent lover. " My dear/' she answered, 
laying her shrivelled hand upon the abundant 
ebony tresses, '^ I do not agree with you at all. 
Perhaps, dear, Andr^ himself thinks that now 
with your wealth and beauty he may not aspire 
to your hand.'* 

'^ Auntie, don't say that. I won't believe it," 
cried the girl, lifting her face with that pas- 
sionate look of fervent feeling which drew one 
so irresistibly towards her. '^ No, for that would 
show he had no faith in me, as I have in him ; for 
were he a king to-morrow, and I still the poor 
little circus girl, I could trust him — trust 
that he would never desert me. This must be a 
great secret you know, Auntie; known only to 
you and my own fooUsh heart/' she added in a 
whisper. '^ And, oh ! never, never again will 
my manner reveal it." 

•' But, Mara, you must not let Andr6's absence 
grieve you so; you are quite pale, my child. 
Trust me, he will explain it all to-morrow," said 
Miss Nantz tenderly. '' I will see that he comes 
to the ball," she whispered. 
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" I am thankless and ungrateful. Auntie, when 
you have made everything so beautiful for me. 
Forgive me, I will be myself again in a Uttle/' 
repUed the girl, smihng through her tears, and 
throwing her arms round her benefactress, she 
kissed her, and then they went down together to 
welcome their guests. 

" A ballet girl who had danced at one of the 
minor theatres ;'' '^a waif, whom the cracked- 
brained heiress had snatched from starvation 
and the London streets;'' ^^a pretty flower- 
girl who had bewitched the Golden Witch/' 
'^ the daughter of a Gipsy queen ; " ^' with those 
glorious eyes." These were some of the on dits 
abroad respecting the extraction of the young 
girl who glided in among the gay throng 
assembled in those Eastern-looking rooms, reign- 
ing above the fairest there, neither by reason of 
her perfect loveliness, nor yet the smattering of a 
thousand-and-one accomplishments which form a 
m^lcmge in the poor brains of many of the misses 
of the present day, when '^ finis" has been 
aflGixed to their education; but rather by 
simplicity of manner, unstudied artlessness, 
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which in itself lent an elegance, the soul-lit eyes, 
and the rich colour which varied with every word 
almost. And this star, although of inferior birth, 
was not devoid of obsequious satellites to follow 
in her train ; and many a heart was won by her 
freshness and beauty, although there were those 
of her own sex who, looking on with envious eyes, 
described her with superb contempt, " that 
creature, which the funny little oddity has 
brought amongst us.'' 

Among the prizes in the matrimonial lottery 
for that season there was one long wooed, but not 
won, in fluttering round which many a pretty 
moth had singed her wings, and, alas ! to no 
purpose, for Sir Wallace Wallace, Baronet, at 
the mature age of thirty-seven, was still a 
bachelor. Good-looking, well educated, and 
wealthy, there were few among the belles 
assembled in Miss Nantz's rooms on the 
evening of which we write who would not 
willingly have parted with a pair of ears, if 
she might have signed herself Lady Wallace. 
Smiles, blushes, agitation were the daily portion 
of this cruel knight, and fell upon his heart as 
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summer rain might upon a rock. Ladies put on 
their best manners with their best dresses when 
there was a prospect of meeting him. The blue, 
the fast, the melting, gushing, the sweetly 
innocent styles, were all tried on in vain. He 
was charming to all, but simply indiflTerent to 
each, and daring competitors one after the other 
beat an ignominious retreat. But to-night a 
change had passed over the spirit of his dreams ; 
the haughty nonchalance for once was laid aside. 
As he sat beside Mara O^Rouke, bending 
solicitously over her to catch every smile, to 
drink in every syllable which fell from her lips, 
the vanquished glared with well-bred fury as 
they saw ^^ that creature ^^ bear oflF so easily the 
laurels for which they had fought so hard. They 
could have torn every silk tress which gleamed 
with the blue shade of the raven^s wing beneath 
the many lights from that pretty head, and the 
hatred of their hearts would have doomed those 
lips to smile no more; for women are pitiless 
one to another. Nevertheless, each bestowed a 
gracious look when they passed her. 

The most finished flirt could not have 
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received this envied devotion with greater ease 
and indifference than Mara herself. She answered 
him frankly^ unaffectedly^ and her plain natural 
manner charmed him as none other had done^ 
and despite the dimness of her origin, in his 
heart he singled her out from among the 
butterfly throng to share his lot. 

Little did the lady of his choice think that she 
had awakened one more than ordinary thought — 
little less love. Too earnest to have been either 
vain or a flirt, yet homage is dear to most 
women, and Mara might not have proved an 
exception, had she not, scarce more than a child 
in years, yet loved with a woman^s depth of 
feeling, not with the fierce fire of Eola^s, which 
becomes a sin in its wild idolatry, but with a 
purer, brighter passion, more enduring, if less 
intense; and to-night, although she had pleasant 
winning words and smiles for those gathered 
round her, in order that poor Miss Nantz might 
not read disappointment upon her face, yet her 
heart was with the truant, Andre. 

The night's festival is well-nigh spent. Sir 
Wallace has finished his valse with Mara, and 
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decoyed her away from the rest of the company 
to a remote seat at the other end of the room, 
while he sought some tender phrase with which 
to begin the tender tale he meant her to hear, 
with the nearest approach to nervousness Sir 
Wallace had ever experienced. The ball-room 
received another unexpected guest. 

" Good heavens ! ^^ exclaimed Sir Wallace, 
elevating his eyebrows, ^^ Who the deuce can 
that be coming in ? Do yon see, in a blue coat ? 
What an infernal low snob he looks ! ** 

But the lover was totally unprepared for the 
quiet wrath which his speech called forth. 

" That gentleman neither looks, nor is he, a 
snob,^' said the girl, her lustrous eyes flashing 
angrily. 

"1 beg your pardon,^* returned Sir Wallace, 
bowing stiffly. '^ Do you know him then ? I 
am sorry I was not aware of it sooner.^' 

" He is my friend,^' returned Mara quietly. 

'^Then I must beg your forgiveness for my 
incautious comment,^' added the Bart, with 
another stately bow. And while Mara even 
forgot her indignation between wonder and joy 
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at Andrews unexpected appearance. Sir Wallace 
fell to reconsidering the advisability of taking 
this fearless young beauty as his wife. 

^^ Devilish awkward to have stray acquaint- 
ances of that class cropping up and claiming 
one^s patronage. No — that would never do; 
and the gir?s got pluck in her, too. Oh ! hang 
it there will be no getting her to walk shy of old 
friends. Well, thank heaven ! I did not commit 
myself.^^ 

Now, with Mara, as joy at seeing the beloved 
face subsides, no little indignation towards the 
man who had dared to disdain him rose in her 
breast. The fast man^s verdict did not rob her 
young hero of a single laurel with which her 
fancy had crowned him, but left his rival bare of 
every virtue in her eyes. The small head was bent 
with purely natural yet haughty grace as she 
begged Sir Wallace to take her to Miss Nantz. 

Sir Wallace turned, and looked wonderingly 
and admiringly at her. Something in the 
dignity of the gesture charmed him. "By 
Jove ! ^' he exclaimed, ^^ a duchess could not 
have done it better. She^ll do. A little train- 
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ing will make her a splendid creature. Good 
Lord I she little knows how nearly she lost her 
chance just then/^ he thought, as he resigned 
her to her guardian's care. For that this un- 
tried child of the wilderness might refuse his 
splendid oflFer, might turn aside from his titles 
and his wealth, — such an out-of-the-way idea 
never entered the proud man^s heart to conceive. 
What I the ogled at, sighed for, Adonis, set at 
nought by a nameless girl ? Impossible ! While 
the loveliest flowers in the brilliant parterre of 
that London season distilled the sweetest fra- 
grance at his approach, "unfolded their brightest 
leaves beneath his gaze. 

" My dear,^^ said Miss Nantz, her little seared, 
seamed face all aglow with delight, " don^t you 
see Andre ? Go and teU him to come here, poor 
fellow ! he looks quite lost.^^ 

^^ Auntie,^' whispered the girl, "you know 
what I said to you to-night. I can never go up 
in the old frank way again.^^ 

'* My dear, that is very foolish. I — '* 

But the little lady might add no further coun- 
sel; for a greedy partner pounced upon the 
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blushing Mara^ and bore Iier off in triumph. 
Darico fifUtr dance followed, and Gripsy bestowed 
hor hand ori one after the other of Miss Nantz's 
guoMtM. And now once again she sat with Sir 
Wallaco biJHido the odorous fountain, while he 
ininglud poetical snatches with its music by 
way of paving the road to a softer theme. The 
UipHy had Keen Andr^ speaking to Miss Nantz, 
going near to the flowers, the fountain, the 
intwUs— (everything, in fact, but herself. Were 
hor forubodings true ? And there lay a weight 
on i]\o girl'a heart to-night which had never lain 
tht^rt^ befi>ro. ller thoughts flitted with her 
ghvuiH>4 how tuul tlioro, wherever the handsome 
if nnigh fonn chose to lead them. Nevertheless, 
ht^r tib»tn\iH> was far from displeasing to her 
<iri»toorAtio suitor. It was natural, he mused, 
ihki hi» diijktiuguished attentions should be rather 
<^wi^H^wtt>rii\g at fir^^t i he felt a delicate pleasure 
iu givitig tho siUmt girl dot>p draughts frv^m the 
tJhM^^unvs^ v>f hi» w^^)WH>red iuiiid> in clothing 
Ki» bo^i^ig^ wilK lh» nxo$t grcKvful imaginings* 
Ui^ w)iv>K> $o«) xc^nit out wiih his wv>rd$ en^ he 
kvt^w i<^ cottfitlmA in ^ sofiodss K>f his suit. 
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He plunged ^neath the waves of outward things 
into the beautiful inner life which is given to 
most of us once to live, and having lived, never 
to live again, — a lovely flower which sprang up 
among the thorns and briars of man's path after 
the angel drove him from the gates of Paradise, 
a flower of fragrance which fades not; crushed, 
broken, dead, it yields a perfume still. 

Mara looked up from her reverie at his impas- 
sioned face ; and although she read not love for 
herself, she read love for the subject he was 
handling so ably, and her enthusiasm was 
kindled. She gave back answering smiles ; 
her face flushed as, with bent head and bated 
breath, she listened to the glories of Byron; 
and just then a figure passed before the folding- 
doors. He gave a hurried look at the pair by 
the fountain, and then walked away. Mara met 
the glance from those dark blue eyes; she saw 
that it was restless, sad, and the weight upon 
her heart pressed tenfold heavier than before. 

The last valse but one, and she stood by 
Miss Nantz's chair once more, refusing all soli- 
citations to join the dance. " I am so tired, 
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Auntie dear/^ she whispered, smiling down on 
the aged face which sought hers so lovingly. 

" You see the poor child is worn out/^ said 
Miss Nantz to the dissatisfied suitors, ap- 
pealingly. 

While the long lashes which fell on the girPs 
cheek were wet with half-suppressed tears, — 

" Lucy I '' 

The dearest name — the dearest voice I The 
hot blood mounts to her brow as she turns her 
pretty face to the speaker. 

" Lucy, can you come with me for a little ? ^' 

Without a word, she placed her small hand on 
Andrews arm, and he led her silently out of the 
crowd into the conservatory. 

^^ I won^t keep you long, Lucy,^^ he began, as 
she seated herself upon a bench, "You see, 
I^m not fit to mix with the fine folks out there ; 
1 couldn^t dance, and scrape, and bow as they 
do, to save my life. I look a shocking clumsy 
fellow I know, and I meet with a broad grin 
every now and then ; but I wouldn^t give a fig if 
1 thought you didn^t mind, Lucy.'^ 

Lucy^s (or Mara^s) heart was full to over- 
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flowing. She could have told him that the 
whole world was nothing in comparison to his 
voice and presence. But she remembered her 
thoughts, and restrained herself. Unbecoming, 
bold I — ^no. She clasped her small hands to- 
gether, and was mute. 

'^Lucy, do you like him — the man I saw you 
with by the fountain to-night ? " asked her lover 
abruptly. 

''Yes, very much,^' answered the girl care- 
lessly. 

Almost a low cry escaped the listener, but it 
was instantly suppressed. He got up, aud 
seizing the girl by the wrist, drew her near to 
him. 

" He Is Sir Wallace Wallace, isn't he ? '' he 
asked. 

''Yes,'* was the reply. "Do you know 

him?'' 

"I have heard of him," returned the youth, 
bitterly, between his set teeth. And then his 
mood changed. "I am glad you like him, — 
glad, darling, for your sake. And yet, Lucy, 
Lucy ! — Oh, Heaven ! let me not turn mad, and 
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strive against my fate ! Come out here a mo- 
ment. See, the people have gone.^^ 

He pointed to the deserted balcony, and the 
girl followed without a word. 

^^ How beautiful you look ! — ^how bright ! 
Nature meant you to move in circles like these,^^ 
he exclaimed, as she stood with the moonbeams 
playing on her hair and pale face. " Lucy/^ he 
added sadly, ^' of all the words of love you have 
given me, is there not one spared for to-night ? 
Ah ! ^^ he exclaimed, smiling bitterly, '^ never 
mind, darling; it is best not. But that those 
dear lips, which must be ever silent to me, 
should learn it now ! '* 

He flung his arm round her as he spoke; 
then, raising his right hand to heaven, cried, 
^^ May God bless you ! — may he watch over you, 
and make your lot happy ! And, Lucy ! be- 
loved, — darling ! remember, remember always, 
that if you want a service, there is one who 
would shed his lifers blood for you ! Heaven 
hears my vow, — ^hears that there is nothing, — 
nothing, Lucy, — I would not do for you. And 
now, once more, God bless you ! and farewell.^^ 
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He clasped her close, closely to his heart ; he 
pressed his burning lips upon her forehead, then 
released her; and ere she could detain him or 
recover her surprise, he had passed out of the 
conservatory and was gone. 

Vainly the bewildered girl sought him among 
the guests, most of whom were preparing to 
depart; vainly she flew from room to room, 
heedless of the brilliant company. She, with 
her wild impetuosity, could not take her lover^s 
strange farewell with proper young lady-like non- 
chalance. What did it mean ? A vague dread 
had fallen upon her, forbidding rest. She ran 
against poor little Miss Nantz in her wandering 
distraction. 

'' My dear," said the little lady, ^^ I was 
looking for you. You must come, Mara; the 
people are asking for you to say ^ Good-bye,^ 
and Fm so tired, dear.^' The little, old-fashioned 
face looked up wearily. 

^' So tired. Auntie ? and all for me ! Let me 
come at once and help.^^ And the sadness 
passed for the moment from her beautiful face 
as she hastily passed into the chief room with 
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her friend, and aided her to bestow a kind 
word here and there, as group after group 
sallied out. 

It was almost half-past five ere the last light 
was put out, and the weary woman sought 
repose. 

*'Were you happy, my child, my beautifiil 
pet f '' asked Miss Nantz, as she kissed her 
jtrotegfe at the door of her pretty chamber. 

" Thank you, my kind, dear friend, you made 
everything like fairy-land for me. Dear, dear 
Auntie, how good you are ! '^ And with a fare- 
well embrace she turned away quickly, lest the 
kind eyes, although dimmed rapidly with age, 
might read her grief. Once alone, she flung off 
her gay dress, and throwing herself upon the 
bed, she pondered over her lover's words. They 
could have but one meaning; the loved friend, 
the companion of all these years, was going to 
leave her. And tears fell thickly on the snowy 
pillow. 

" I dare not bid him stay ; I would die rather 
than tell him how fondly I love him now. There 
is only one thing left for me, — ^to be true ; and I 
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jwill. Time or distance will make no change; I 
am his to all eternity/^ she murmured fervently ; 
and at length, worn out with excitement, fell 
into a heavy slumber. 

It was ten o'clock when she answered the 
knock of the maid, who brought her a cup of 
tea, and a letter lay on the salver besides. Lucy 
dismissed her attendant ; and, sitting up, looked 
at the writing. A joyous smile lighted her face. 
It was Andrews,'— some happy explanation of last 
night's words. She tore it open, read the few 
ill-written lines (a tremulous hand had scrawled 
those irregular syllables). The girl bent her 
head over the crushed paper she held in her 
grasp, leaning her forehead upon it in mute 
agony. 

The cruel letters seemed to rise up dismally 
and face her, while her dizzy brain and aching 
heart refused to give credence to their mean- 
ing:— 

'^ I will be many miles away ere you get this 
(ran the strange letter). I will not oflfend you 
by one old term of endearment. But, Lucy, 
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ever while life lasts your happiness and future 
welfare will be my dearest wish on earth/^ 

" Oh, my God ! What can have happened ?" 
cried the poor girl, rising and walking to and 
ro with clasped hands. Suddenly she fell 
on her knees by the white-curtained couch. 
Andre, Andre !^^ she cried, with pale lips, 
why has faith failed with you ? — why have you 
deserted me ? But take the widest track that 
sea or land can give, — stay away, while year 
rolls upon year, and time silvers your hair and 
steals your youth, — and yet you will return to 
find your little Lucy^s heart as true, as purely 
yours, as now. Andre darling ! it will be 
cold and pulseless in death when it has ceased 
to beat for you ! ^^ 

A faint smile broke over her sorrowful 
face, and a look of relief, as she breathed 
out her beautiful devotion. She rose, and 
drew a wooden cross of curious workmanship 
from her breast. ^^All the world would not 
buy this little cross,^^ she murmured, kissing 
it again and again; ^^he who made thee has 
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put my truth to a hard test, but it will not 
fail!^^ 

And, throwing on a cloak, she went to Miss 
Nantz^s room, to show her Andr6's letter and 
seek some explanation. 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

ONE DROP OF COMFORT MINGLES WITH 

THE BITTER CUP. 

The grass had sprung up green and freshly on a 
certain little mound in Kensal Green Cemetery. 
A beautiful ash kissed with its weeping branches 
the pure marble cross which told that beneath a 
mother and child lay calmly sleeping. Flowers, 
too, smiled up from the tiny border which some 
fond hand had tended, shadowing forth in their 
short lives the great mystery which no man 
can fathom — death and immortality. The stem 
withereth, the blossom droopeth : it falleth and 
passeth from man's sight. And yet, from the 
germ hid away deep in the earth, mixed and 
mingled with the dust, trodden under foot, when 
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the summer cometh, and there is music upon 
earthy a mighty Hand, an Almighty Arm, can 
cause to spring up from that seed, perchance 
forgotten, a fresher and fairer flower. Oh, 
wondrous lesson ! Oh, sweetest consolation ! 

The evening sunset makes the shadows lie long 
and dark on the sward of that quiet resting-place. 
Birds were warbling their lullaby from many a 
bough j dear little things, they always cluster 
thickly and hover over the spot where our loved 
ones sleep, like guardian angels, flooding the 
quiet with their sweet innocent melody. 

And two figures might have been seen coming 
slowly up the long path — slowly, pausing now 
and then to read an inscription ; the one, bent 
and sickly looking ; his hair, grey and thin, was 
worn longer than the usual fashion, and salt tears 
seemed to have dried upon his hollow cheek. 
The other, a lad, his handsome face glowing and 
winning as the morning, with health and vigour 
in every movement of his young frame ; he carried 
in one hand a basket with a few choice flowers, 
and the other clasped that of his elder com- 
panion. 
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They stopped before the snow-white cross to 
which the ash-tree lent its kindly shade, and the 
lad fell back while the man knelt reverently upon 
the turf; his wasted face was very pale, his lips 
trembled, yet no tears came. The boy sat at a 
little distance, and his great blue eyes sought his 
companion's face wonderingly. 

^^ Why does he not cry,'' he thought ; " if I 
lost a friend I could not help it," even so — boy- 
hood has to learn that there is a sorrow too great 
to yield to tears. 

The suflTering man rose, and was about to turn 
away with the cold stony look upon his face, 
when a stray robin, lighting on the grave, trilled 
a few soft notes ; its song touched some far-off 
memory, some tender chord, his breast worked 
and heaved, and great deep sobs burst from it. 
Throwing himself upon the grave, he flung his 
arms over it. 

" Esobel," he cried in anguished tones, ^^ my 
erring, yet poor suffering wife. I was mer- 
ciless in your hour of woe. Cruel in the hour of 
death. Oh ! if I might even now take you to 
my heart. Oh ! if you could hear and forgive. 
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and know that I pardon all your weakness, my 
poor wife, I could die in peace/^ 
' The boy looked on, at first in terror at this 
unusual display of feeling in the usually cold, 
grave man, till at length, as the great hoarse 
sobs rent the still air, he could bear it no longer. 
With tears stealing down his round fair face, he 
went up to the bowed form, and winding his 
arms about it, whispered kindly. 

Don't cry. Sir ; perhaps she does hear.*' 
God bless you, Reggie,'^ pried the poor man, 
taking the boy in his arms and sobbing like a 
child. " Oh ! if I could believe your words. 
If I thought — only thought she could see me, 
kneeling here in sorrow. But hush — what am 
I saying ? How can I expect a mere boy to 
enter into feelings which have been silent and 
sacred to me for years ? Leave me, Reggie, 
I shall be best alone.'' 

Reggie turned away from his benefactor, and 
left him standing at the foot of the little mound ; 
the stony, disconsolate look had come to his face 
again. Reggie went a little distance and seated 
himself upon a small hill ; resting his sunny face 
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upon his hand, he gathered together all the 
wisdom of his sixteen summers to bear on one 
point, and that point was how to comfort the 
sorrowing friend who had been to him as a 
loving father, ever since he found a refuge 
beneath his roof. And yet, for all the love he 
had bestowed, now that the dark mood was upon 
him the youth feared to approach, for Harry 
Wentworth's sorrow was displayed in a gloomy 
reserve ; so to the world he was a cold, stem man, 
while in truth his heart was broken. But young 
as Reggie was, yet he felt tenderly, pityingly, 
for the grief he could not fathom. Constant 
companionship with his solemn protector had 
made the lad thoughtful, and few, looking on his 
smiling face, would have given him credit for 
Uttle deeds, careful, loving, tender, with which 
he sought daily to lighten Harry Wentworth^s 
^oom. And even now he had brought as usual 
his little basket of flowers to lay on the cherished 
grave. The immobile expression, the dark sad- 
ness, had come back to the bereaved man^s face 
as he turned to leave. The tears which had 
come as rain on a scorched land were dried, and 
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the fatal withering was once more busily at work 
within. " Come,^^ he said almost sternly, beckon- 
ing to the boy. 

Reggie rose, and came near him softly; his 
face flushed hotly, his blue eyes moist. 

'^ Sir,'^ he stammered, and then hesitated. 

'^ What is it ? ^' asked Harry nervously. 

"Please, Sir^' (he held up the little basket 
filled with flowers), " would you mind giving these 
to poor Esobel yourself? I mean, you know,'' he 
went on, growing half afraid of having ventured 
to dictate to the friend whose grave manner held 
him in awe, as well as love, " if you would leave 
them on the grave, and, perhaps. Sir — ^perhaps — 
Esobel may know it in heaven, and it will make 
her happy ;'' and having said so much, the lad 
turned away, and hung his head ashamed. 

Sweet as the message of some angel of mercy 
and consolation fell these simple words on the 
seared heart ; the brightest look they had known 
for many a year lit up the worn features, and 
tears fell freely as he strained the boy to his 
breast. 

" Blessed be God it may be even so,'' he mur- 
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mured in a hushed low voice. " Our home, theirs 
and mine (for I have none on earth), may not be 
so distant/^ he added, pointing to the bright sky- 
above, and taking the flowers he went once more 
to the sacred spot, and laying them beneath the 
marble cross kissed once again the cold turf, and 
then, with Reggie^s hand within his own, turned 
homeward, and, despite the difierence of years, 
a strong bond of aflfection had been riveted on 
this evening between these two — the bond of 
sympathy. 

^^ Even on earth there is mercy for me,^' ex- 
claimed poor Harry Wentworth as they drew 
near to the gates. ^^ Truly, ^one drop of com- 
fort mingled with the bitter cup !^ " and his eyes 
dwelt fondly on Reggie. 

" If you please, Sir,^^ said the maid who ad- 
mitted them when they reached the house at 
Kensington, which had at one time been so dear 
to Harry Wentworth, — " If you please. Sir, there 
is a woman a-waitin^ to see you, and she wouldn't 
take a refusal no how till she did,'' 

" Tell her to come in here, then," said Mr, 
Wentworth, going into the dining-room. 
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The maid disappeared, and returned, ushering 
in a woman whose broad, red face rested (I 
say rested, for that portion of the human frame 
termed neck was not very visible) on a figure 
much after the similitude of a fairly-sized 
feather-bed, tied in the centre, only that the 
covering was much more varied and brilliant 
in hue than the covering of such useful articles 
generally are. 

^^ Good evening, Mrs. Smith,^' said Mr. Went- 
worth, as the good lady suddenly dipped at his 
appearance, and so doing nearly lost her equi- 
librium. 

^^ Good evenin^ to yer. Sir. And that^s my 
darlint child that I reared, — the beautifulest lad 
any one ever clapped tow eyes upon. Lord bless 
him ! An' if he could mind the care I took on 
him when I was hard drove, heM come an' speak 
to me, that he would ; an' it's a fine young 
gentleman he's grown, an' no mistake. 'Tain't 
no use talking about one's self, but, sure, no un 
can tell the trouble I had with that 'ere lad, 
a-washin' on his face and combin' of his hair, 
an' him allays a-hoUorin', and for to think that 
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he's nigh clean forgotten me, and won't come 
near a body." 

This edifying speech was applied to Master 
Reggie by his ci-devant guardian. Mother Smith ; 
bat the yonng gentleman had evidently imbibed 
in his youth a wholesome dread of the portly 
lady, for he retreated from her as far as the 
length of the room permitted. 

" So you won't shake hands, young Sir," con- 
tinued the visitor ; '' well, 'tain't like gratitude to 
one as was second mother to yer, an' no mistake. 
Howsomdever, young folks hain't no manner of 
feelin' nowadays, and that's how I comforts 
myself." 

'^ My good woman, boys are shy," said Harry, 
in defence of Reggie. 

'' Sure, Sir, an' encourse they be ; an' it's his 
blessed self as brought me here to-night; for. 
Sir, a man as calls himself a lawyer, came to my 
bit of a place this afternoon, an' says he, ^ Your 
name's Smith/ an' encourse I says, ' Yes.' 
^ Well,' says he, ' we've had a good bit of hunt- 
ing to ferrit you out; and now can you tell us if 
you took a little boy from a lady to nurse and 
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bring up, about ten years back V Well, Sir, I 
told Him all, just as I told yerself ; an' then he 
seemed mighty pleased, he did, and said a lot 
about bein' on the right track, an' such like. 
^ An' now,' says he, ^ Mrs. Smith, where's this 
youngster? that's the next point.' So then I 
tells him how I parted with the darlint for his 
own good, an' how, 'cause I'd done it, he had 
had the bringin' up of a gentleman. * All right,' 
says he, cutting me short like, — which wom't 
civil by no means. ^ Now the address ; we have 
no time to waste.' So I gave it, an' he be 
comin' to you. Sir, to-night. An' then he tells 
me as how Reggie's father was dead, and how he 
had remembered him ; an' left writing to say he 
wor his child. An' I hexpect. Sir, the reeZatives 
be goin' to claim the child or somewhat. An', 
Sir, I just comed to hask if you'd put in a word 
for me as to how I pinched an' starved my own 
to keep that there lad out of the workhouse when 
there worn't so much as a penny comin' in to 
me ; an' may be the friends be rich, and they'll 
be after helpin' me now. I'se sure I wants it if 
no one else does, with the trouble I'se had to get 
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tlinjugli/a^' all. But, Lor^, Sir, how pale you 
bo ! you^QOTjis all took of a heap like.^^ 

" I do notf^el well/^ answered Mr. Wentworth, 
'' or able to stay longer with you now ; you must 
come again to-morrow, after I have seen this 
gentleman. Reggie, open the door/^ he said 
faintly ; and the boy flew to do his bidding. 

" He do look bad/' whispered the woman, once 
on the landing, but Reggie vouched no reply. 
" An^ you such a fine young gentleman, to be 
sure,'' went on the woman ; " you won^t forget 
how good I wor to you, will you, ducky ? You 
remember the toys an^ the spice I wor allays a- 
bringin' you, donH you now ? ^^ 

'^ No, I don^t,^^ answered Reggie resolutely ; 
and having succeeded in laying hold of the hall- 
door handle, he closed it abruptly on the ample 
form which darkened the portal, and ran nimbly 
upstairs again. 

'^ Oh ! dear Sir, why are you so sad about what 
that woman said? and what does it all mean, 
about my father being just dead ? I thought he 
died years ago ; no one has ever spoken of him 3^^ 
and the boy seated himself on the sofa, beside 
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Mr. Wentworth, and looked pitifully up in his 
face. 

Poor, forlorn child ! The dead stupor of a 
mighty grief had given way at that little grave 
away in the quiet cemetery ; and Harry Went- 
worth^s heart lived again in sorrow for the poor 
boy so utterly forsaken, and in grief at the 
prospect of losing the one stay and comfort of 
his sad life. 

" Reggie/^ he said, gently taking the boy^s 
hand in his, " if your father had been spared, 
you might have known him. It has been willed 
otherwise. I did not know your father, nor do 
I know how things will turn out now. You 
may have to leave me, Reggie, and I can ill spare 

you.^^ 

He grasped the little hand tighter, and his lips 

quivered. 

The lad rose ; a spirit of daring, coupled with 
the tenderest love, burned in his eyes. 

'^ I won^t go to them. Why did they leave me 
to die or starve all these years, when no one 
loved me but you ? No, Sir, they may try to get 
me away now, but it will be no use, for I will 
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never leave you — never — if you will let me 
stay/' 

" Bless you, my little friend/' said Hany 
Wentworth thickly, as Reggie wound his arms 
caressingly round his neck. And the stricken 
man knew in his heart that a child's love alone 
had risen between him and the giant Despair. 




Ill 



CHAPTEE XXVIL 

ALMOST A MURDER. 

The warm sun basked into a rather large room 
in Paris, — larger looking, perhaps, by reason of 
its many long mirrors; near the open window 
beneath which the trees waved refreshingly on 
that hot afbemoon, and gaily dressed and gay- 
looking people, who seemed to have time to 
glance round and smile and chat, formed a per- 
fect contrast, and perhaps a pleasant one, to 
the ^^ dull life and death-like " demeanour which 
John Bull is pleased to assume when he goes 
abroad on his daily avocation, — sat two men; 
neither of them old, both fashionable in appear- 
ance; one dark complexioned, dark haired, and 
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black eyed; the other bronzed, with dark blue, 
eyes and quantities of sunny hair tossed away 
from his broad, low forehead. Nature had 
bestowed upon this latter a handsome face ; many 
a heart had withered beneath the mocking smile 
on those well-cut lips, and many more had 
throbbed wildly beneath the passionate feeling 
which would well up in those blue eyes at the 
pleasure of their owner. Many a hard line was 
there which dissipation fails not to leave ; still it 
was a face meant to win, even by reason of the 
brightness which always lighted it up. 

The friends were seated on a long, low couch, 
with the usual velvet covering, essentially French. 
A small round table, with gilded pedestal, stood 
before them, on which lay a couple of packs of 
cards; and on a dumb-waiter, wheeled close, 
stood two decanters, choicely cut, filled with pale 
golden-looking liquid, and two slender crystal 
glasses. 

" I say, Thornton ; oh, by Jove ! now we must 
have a game. Gad 1 you got a jolly good pull at 
me last night — a hundred and fifteen pounds, — 
ruination ! YouVe got the deviPs luck, but you. 
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must play, old boy, and let me have my revenge. 
Here, deal the cards — hey, presto !" and flinging 
them over, the man whose sour-pointed visage 
acted as a capital foil to the beaming one of his 
companion, filled his wine glass and drained it. 

" Here^s to the overthrow of your confounded 
good fortune," he exclaimed, setting it down 
again, with a dash which made the other glasses 
shiver, " and now to work," 

Seizing his cards with fierce eagerness, he 
dealt them out for ecarte, while the other, with 
the most graceful carelessness, kept time on the 
table with his fingers to the tune of a favourite 
valse. 

Game followed game, but fate favoured the 
winning side, until at last the beaten man threw 
up the cards with, " Oh ! V\\ be hanged if Til 
stand it. There, by George ! you^re a dozen, 
pounds richer. It^s a deuced shame, Thornton." 

" Don^t quarrel with me, old fellow, instead of 
fortune," said that gentleman saucily ; " better 
luck another time. Try a cheroot now by way 
of consolation, and we^U have another 'go^ to- 
night." 
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" No, I must bo fjoing" answered the other 
doggedly. 

'^ Not a bit of it ; come along, St. John, you'll 
lick me to fits next time; so keep up your 
pecker, and hero's the best weed youVe smoked 
for a week, and Pll ring for Hochheimer. Fve 
got some awfully jolly." Somewhat mollified, the 
defeated took the cigar which Thornton handed 
him from his embroidered case, and sank sullenly 
into a seat. 

Thornton's hand was on the bell when the 
door opened. 

" A young person wishes to see you, Sir," said 
a servant, entering and addressing Thornton. 

'' The deuce I " he exclaimed, " who is it ? " 

'^ Don't know. Sir," was the answer ; '' a young 
woman, comes from the Chateau Fior&, I think 
she said. 

Thornton shrugged his shoulders, while the 
word " bore " fell in an under tone from his lips. 

" Wouldn't give you her message, I suppose ?" 
be asked, turning to the man. 

" No, Sir ; would only give it to yourself." 

" Ah ! all right ; I'll be down by-and-by." 
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" Where is she ? '' 

^^ In the saloon/' 

*' Very well, tell her to ' wait/ *' 

"Fiore/^ repeated St. John, as the door 
closed. " Oh ! that's the place where the hand- 
some Madam Vere lives. What's the little 
game ? By jove ! you're a sly dog, Thornton ; 
but I can't wait — I must be off now. So I will 
leave you in peace to receive your news from the 
Chateau Fior&." 

Bitter anger glowed in Thornton's breast ; he 
could have slain the wealthy scion of a proud 
house. 

^' Sure to talk about it, and make a song of 
this message," he thought ; but he did not 
tremble for Sola's fame — only a breath of scandal 
might damage his interest with Sir James 
Leslie, and, at the same time, he could ill afford 
to quarrel with this man, who parted with his 
sovereigns so freely. 

'^ Game ! nonsense. St. John, my dear fellow, 
you must be dreaming. Look here ! if you're 
off, I'll go part of the way with you, and we can 
see the damsel from the Chateau Fiore, en 
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" No, I can wait ; see her yourself first,'' said 
St. John, hanging back. 

" Bah ! folly ! Come along, Fve no secrets;" 
and Thornton laughed merrily as he playfully 
thrust his friend before him out of the room. 
But for all his smiles he was desperately angry 
with Eola in his heart for sending to him; he 
despised her besides, and determined to treat 
her summons with the utmost levity. 

'' Ah ! my pretty Norette ; is that you V^ he 
said, entering the saloon, while his friend loitered 
at the door. 

" Yes, Sir,'* answered Norette ; and, advancing 
towards him, she slipped a long narrow mauve 
note into his hand. He looked at the writing, 
and then with a meaning glance in the girl's 
face, burst into a long, loud laugh. Norette 
coloured, and unable to restrain the temptation, 
smiled also. 

'^ 1^11 send an answer by-and-by, Norette," 
he said, as he sauntered out with a sneer on his 
handsome face. 

^^ You seem to have found grace with La Belle 
Vere. How did you manage it, eh, Thornton ? 
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Jolly little carrier dove that, infernally jolly — 
ha ! ha l'^ — and St. John laughed maliciously. 
Thornton vas then nearly losing his equani- 

• 

mity, but he passed it off with a forced laugh ; 
and, stooping coolly to toss away a fallen leaf 
from the path, concealed the dark frown which 
passed across his features/' 

" Oh ! hang the grace,^' he answered, turning 
with the old bright look ; ^^ you^re welcome to it, 
my dear fellow. I shall be awfully glad to make 
it all over to you ; but, I say, St. John, between 
ourselves, the Vere's a fearful bore, and a deuced 
idiot into the bargain. She — '' Thornton whis- 
pered a few words, and then both men burst into 
a loud laugh. 

Cautious little feet had tripped after them so 
far, certain little ears had heard so much, and 
then a small figure turned and went back hastily 
to the ChS,teau Fiore. 

♦ * * * 

Lace curtains, with roseate hue gleaming 
through, draping the window which looked out 
on flower-beds and soft green sward; lace cur- 
tains depending from a gilt crown over a low 
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French couch ; velvet-covered seats, which wooed 
you to repose with their yielding luxury ; ormolu 
tables, with marble tops and oval ijiirrors ; gem- 
like boxes, filled with rouge and washes. Such 
formed the garniture of a lady^s dressing-room, 
and on a sofa reclines the lady herself, fair and 

very beautiful, for she is Eola Vere 

And for all the years that have glided noiselessly 
by, we find the belle little altered — almost as 
girlish-looking as when she walked to and fro on 
the Scarborough Spa, with all that shining hair 
hanging negligemment (artfully so) under her 
tiny velvet hat. Perhaps, indeed, the ever- 
thoughtful violet eyes were a shade more so ; the 
shapely cheek a degree paler, the figure a trifle 
fuller; but this was all. There was no mon- 
strous change which we find so often effected by 
marriage and a few short years. She was 
dressed simply in a morning dress, and, in spite 
of her languid attitude, she appeared restless and 
ill at ease. Some time elapsed, and then the 
ivory handle of the dressing-room door slowly, 
softly turned. Eola sprang up, and her face 
grew crimson, wliile Norette, pert and trim as 
of yore, entered. 
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Did you deliver my message V^ asked her 
mistress, trying vainly to quiet her emotion 
before the prying eyes of her Abigail. 

" I saw the Captain, Madat(;m/' said Norette, 
with sparkling eyes and significant meaning in 
them. 

How wildly beat the heart of the listener ! how 
it leaped and danced, and would not be still ! 
and joy, insane in its ecstasy, unconsciously 
rippled and eddied from every curve of that 
delicately-fashioned face, lighting it up like a 
flash of sunshine on an old painting ; until, the 
first burst over, it faded out beneath the hireling's 
scrutiny, leaving something like sadness behind. 
Then, as the idea that she was watched stole 
upon her, there came an angry flush, and with a 
resolute eflfort she subdued the outpourings of 
her passionate soul. 

^' Did you give my note to Captain Thornton V^ 
The voice was calm and even now. 

^^ Yes, Madaii;m, into his own hand, that I did, 
and he said heM send an answer by-and-by.^' 

^^ That will do, then, Norette ; you can leave 
me for the present. I will ring shortly for you.'' 

The girl would have liked to chat, but the 
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cold quiet dismissal left her no choice, so she 
silently took her way to the small room appro- 
priated to her. 

When she was out of sight, Sola rose and 
bolted the door fast, so that she might be alone 
with her tumultuous joy. He was still there, 
not away, as she had feared from his parting 
words he might have been. Those greedy eyes 
which had longed so wearily would soon rest on 
the darling form ; that thirsty heart (which 
thirsted with a pain, a fever, a racking), only 
given here and there to a few of Barth^s ill-starred 
sons and daughters, would, perhaps ere night- 
fall, drink in the low, manly accents of his 
voice. 

Thinking thus, sent the blood flying even to 
the rounded temples, parted the red lips, and 
made the dark eyes soft and liquid, like some 
dew-decked flower of early morning ; — excessive 
joy is akin to pain. No man can look for per- 
fect happiness on this side of the grave ; perhaps 
this is why no draught is ever all nectar; a 
little bitter sediment lies at the bottom. And so 
Eola had come to the dregs of her sparkling cup, 
and found them the gall of bitterness. At her 
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feet lay a letter, open, closely written, which had 
fallen from the bosom of her dress. Not that 
the seneeless paper was precious, by reason of the 
loved hand which had pressed it and so it had 
rested upon her white false breast. No, for it 
was her husband's, and she had thrust it be- 
neath the folds of her dress that morning care- 
lessly, idly, and now it had slipped out, and, 
lying there mute, condemned her. Many a 
loving word, a tender wish, was phrased in that 
cramped hand to the woman whom the law of God 
and man called his; and a wild pang of remorse shot 
athwart the guilty conscience — and there was no 
neglect or cruelty in the background which 
might act as a palliation now. Fred Vere loved 
her as far as he was able, and she knew it. Not 
that Eola's wedded life had been blameless, 
never sullied by coquetry or intrigue — alas ! no ; 
unhappy girl, these two had been duly mingled 
with all her life, but in all her other peccadillos 
no such black angry feelings had risen to 
denounce her, no such tide of shame and woe, 
as had to-night eclipsed her short-lived gleam of 
pleasure. She had played fast and loose with her 
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husband's honour ere now, but in this case she 
had laid it underneath her betrayer's feet, so that 
he might trample upon it. She crushed her fece 
lown upon the silken cushion, with a broad, red, 
tngry line across her low white forehead. Did 
he return her mad idolatry, or did he scorn her, 
like some vile polluted thing ? The doubt crept 
upon her like the dark shiny body of some 
hideous snake, coiling and winding round her 
very heart strings, and wrenching them asunder. 
^' It is false ! this fear — false ! '' she gasped out 
between the quick hard sobs ; '^ he would not do 
this cruel thing — he, for whom I would give up 
the position for which I fought so many a hard 
battle, bore so many a sore heart ; he, for whose 
sake I would die. Ah ! yes, heaven knows these 
are no fond idle words ; I would do it to-morrow 
— lay down my life for him. All the cruel 
torture that ever was invented would be sweet, if 
at the end of it I might be folded in his arms, 
meet his gaze of love, and leave my latest breath 
upon his lips. Ah, how I do love him ! how I 
love him ! I have found my heart — ^ay, found it 
to my cost,'' she repeated dreamily, while her 
tears fell faster and more softly. 
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And then a gust of passion, which had wrecked 
this poor soul, swept across her face, and the 
tears were scorched up as with a flame. 

" I will have something in return for all I have 
suffered, for the degradation I have endured; I 
will have love and homage, or die. Shall I he 
grovelling here in the dust, bound hand and foot, 
whilst he goes abroad free and glad ? No ; 
mine is the love of which dark deeds and crimes 
are born. I would shed the last drop of my 
hearths blood for him — ^but — I — could — were — ^he 
— traitor — shed — ^his — ^^ 

The words fell one by one from her lips, with 
a pause between each, as if she weighed well 
their dire meaning, and there was a terrible 
rigidity and fixedness of purpose in the waxen 
features, in the clenching of the small fair hands- 

At last the paroxysm was spent and exhausted 
by its fury. She sat white and still and motion- 
less, until a rap broke the traii^ of dismal 
thought. 

• • '^ A letter, Madawm,'^ cried Norette, bustling 
in on gaining permission, ''and with the Cap- 
taints compliments, Madaif;m/^ 

K 2 
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Quick throbbed the rebellious hearty which had 
gone from her keeping, as her trembling fingers 
t<;ok up the square missive with the bold fine 
hand in which her name was traced upon it. 

" I will ring for you in half an hour/' she tried 
to say in a haughty voice to the serving woman^ 
by way of dismissal. 

Norette stood a moment, twisting the comer 
of her frilled apron, and then turned away, 
shutting the door behind her, and lingering on 
the outside, she knelt and, peering through the 
k(3yholo, tried to get a glimpse of what was 
passing within; dexterously her nimble fingers 
drew out the key, and then she obtained her 
heart's desire, viz., she saw the slender fingers of 
her mistress break the crested seal, unfold the 
note, read its contents. 

'' My darling, my darling, I have wronged 
you,*' she heard the excited woman cry, with 
sobs checking her utterance; and then the 
serving girl softly, stealthily, turned the handle, 
leaving the door open a little way, and saw her. 
mistress kiss the letter passionately once or 
twice, and then lighting a tiny taper burn it, and 
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when the last vestige had fallen on the little heap 
of fluttering ashes, the reckless woman flung 
herself upon her knees. 

^'I dare not thank God. No, sinner as I am, 
I dare not take his name upon my lips; but I 
must, my heart is so full, thank some pitying 
power which has answered my craving with this 
boon. Coming to me ; oh ! my beloved — " 

Norette, with strained ears, managed to hear 
thus far; it was enough; so with cautious, slip- 
ping footsteps she regained her little dormitory 
once more. A few minutes she gave to silent 
cogitation, seating herself demurely the while on 
her large wooden box, the tip of her finger 
resting against her lips ; and at length, having 
arrived at some happy amiable conclusion (if one 
might judge by the sprightly expression of her 
face), jumping up hurriedly, she walked back 
firmly and knocked boldly at Sola's dressing- 
room door. Twice she repeated the summons, 
and when permission was given, it was in a 
sharp angry tone, and the Abigail perceived that 
the tear-stained face still bore traces of deep 
emotion. 
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" What do you want ?^' asked Eola, ashamed 

at being caught thus in her agitation. " I did 

not ring, and beg you will never come until I do/' 

Nc^rette mercilessly twined the ill-fated frills 

n^und her mischief-loving little fingers. 

''I beg pardon, Mada?6Tn/' she began in a 
voice which betokened much humility, "I only 
wanted one favour to-night, if you will be 
pleased — '' 

" Go on, girl ; what is it ? For heaven's sake 
bo quick^-out with it !'' cried Eola impatiently, 
finding Norette's round eyes fixed upon her like 
li MpecioH of small torture. 

" Mtidawm, my cousin goes to England to- 
morrow ; will you, Madaii;m, let me have this 
(ivtuiing out to say good-bye V^ 

" No, I cannot ; you must remain in the 
liotmo/' unHWored Eola, nervously. "Do you 
liofir uw, Norotto ? you cannot go.'' 

Tho guilty wifo knew there was a reason why 
«lin hImmiM turn a deaf ear to the girl's pleading; 
II. )'nn.Non which made her pale and tremble in 
l.liM prf^t^ruu) of hor serving woman; a reason 
wIiImIi (riltltou^h pride withheld the confession) 
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placed her in the woman's power. She may 
have thought of this even now while she withheld 
the petition ; nevertheless, she turned like a 
fierce animal at bay, 

'' How dare you stand there when I tell you 
to he gone ! You shall not go ! I have said it, 
and you know that to be enough. Shut the door 
instantly, and be off,'' said the beauty in a low 
distinct voice, while her eyes flashed angrily. 

Norette well knew how unalterable those 
words were, yet, with the desperation with which 
a drowning man will catch at a straw, she now 
approached her mistress, the usually laughing 
features stamped with a depth of feeling no one 
would have sought there, a look in the grey eyes, 
which, in spite of the very retrousse nose and thin 
lips, made the broad line of distinction between her 
own insignificant little form and the perfect 
loveliness of her mistress less wide ; the look of 
majesty which is sent to the poorest species of 
humanity when the soul is roused and burning 
within. She came close to the trailing garments 
of her mistress, and then, falling on her knees, 
clutched the delicate cambric in her thin dark 
hands. 
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'^Mrs. Vere/' she cried, gazing calmly into 
EoWs amazed countenance, ^^ grant me this one 
night out ; I will never ask another favour. Oh ! 
Mrs. Vere, you are a woman ; you know what 
love is. Then I will tell you, the person I love 
best on earth is going to-night far away, and for 
long,'^ she continued; ^Met me go, Mrs. Vere, 
and I will serve you all my life for it.'' 

Eola's brow grew very dark ; she knew Norette 
was useful, very useful, to her; she knew the 
girl would take her denial bitterly ; perhaps not 
80 bitterly if she knew the truth, but could she 
condescend to tell her that her services were 
required that night to admit to the Chateau Fiore 
the man whom she had so often admitted before 
— Captain Thornton. ^' She can feel scorn, and 
point at me, and with reason, for I am lower. 
She can speak of her love honestly, proudly, 
while — I — ^what has it been to me but shame and 
curse ! " thought the erring woman, with the 
crimson scar burnt more redly upon her brow. 

^^Tou hear what I said,'' she answered, tearing 
her robe out of Norette's fingers ; " you cannot 
go. Now leave the room at once — I desire it." 
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Then Norette rose up, and wiping away her 
tears, did leave the room very quietly, without 
another word. 

We may as well say here that when Charlie 
Thornton was in trouble (to use a vulgar phrase, 
which men find a certain satisfaction in applying 
to each other), he had been obliged to resign his 
claim to the services of his servant Fiburn, 
whom the reader may remember formed the 
acquaintance of Norette at Scarborough, and 
who, soon after leaving Captain Thornton, ob- 
tained a situation with a brother officer. 

Now, this choice domestic had managed never 
to lose sight of Norette, and all along a very 
tender, ungrammatical, and ill-spelt correspond- 
ence had been kept up between them. They 
had met besides at Paris and elsewhere. The 
end of it was that Norette had consented to 
bless Mr. Fiburn with her smart little self, but 
the fates had crossed their love when it was at 
high tide, for, alas ! Fibum's master had to 
follow his regiment to India, and it fell to 
Fiburn's lot this time to follow his master. 
And this was his last night in Paris ; the night 
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on which Norette craved so earnestly leave of 
absence. They had planned together a tender 
meeting, and a still more tender parting they had 
dreamt and thought over ; the vow which should 
then be made, the tears which would fall, the 
farewell which would be spoken ; and now she 
must break her word, and let her lover depart, 
believing her faithless. 

It was not to be wondered at then, that when 
she gained her room again after her interview 
with Eola, revenge was the uppermost feeling in 
her breast. 

" Cruel, hard, merciless,^' she repeated, shutting 
to the door ; ^' I have done her many a good turn, 
but PU never do her another.'^ 

" I know more than she does,^' she thought, 
with a look of malice upon her face ; " I know 
how her fine lover laughs at and despises her, — 
laughs at her even to me — me a servant ; and 
her thinking he admires her; all the while he 
does nothing but make a fool of her and her fine 
airs. I know one who would die sooner nor 
make fun of me, bless him ! And I mayn't see 
him, because she says not, — she who made me go 
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to Captain Thornton and give him a note this 
very day ; but she'll know what that same gentle- 
man thinks of her ; it will take her down a peg or 
two. If she strikes me dead, FU tell her.'' 

With grief swallowed up in anger and hatred, 
the outraged sweetheart walked up and down, 
until her perambulations were checked by Bola's 
bell ringing, and she knew that now she must 
assist her mistress to dress for dinner. 

^^ She won't be very happy when I've done 
with her, I guess," muttered the girl as she 
smoothed her hair at the glass before going 
in. 

On entering, she found Eola seated before the 
glass, a white peignoir wrapped about her, and 
her golden hair streaming down her back, 
rippling brightly at will. The storm had all 
cleared away from the beautiful face ; and truly 
Bola, as she sat there to-night, with her sunny 
locks, was a fair thing to look upon. 

^^ Dress my hair in plaits, to fasten round the 
back j and see, I will only wear this flower to- 
night, at the side." 

As she spoke she drew from a box an odd- 
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looking flower, drooping, shaped like a lily, with 
long petals, blood-red ; and handed it to the girl. 

" What dress will you please to wear with it V 
asked Norette shortly. 

'^ Black velvet,'' returned her mistress. 

So Norette took out the soft, dark robe, and 
spread it on the bed, without making any re- 
mark; nor did she amuse Eola with a single 
quaint observation, as on other nights, while she 
wove the silken yellow hair into plaits and coiled 
it round the dainty head. At length its arrange- 
ment was complete, and the strange, gleaming 
flower nestled there, contrasting well with its 
costly hue. And now the dress, rich and dark, 
tightly laced, displayed her lithe form to perfec- 
tion. She drew a necklet of sapphires from her 
jewel-box, and handed them to Norette. 

" I was so glad,'' began the girl, as she 
fastened the gems round Eola's soft, white 
throat, '' to see Captain Thornton himself, and 
give him the note. He did look handsome, to be 
sure, MsdawTR ; and there was another gentleman 
with him when he came down," she continued, 
fumbling with the clasp. 



ALMOST A MUBDEB. 133 

" There ! have done ; you should have seen 
Captain Thornton alone. Did I not say so?'^ 
asked Eola^ turning sharply upon the girl. 

" Yes, Madat(;m/' answered Norette ; " and so 
I did send up a message that I wanted to see 
the Captain alone ; but he paid no attention, and 
would bring the gentleman along with him/' 

" You bungled it, of course/' retorted Bola, 
turning away quickly to seek for a bracelet 
among the trinkets. 

The girl's grey eyes flashed savagely with that 
cold steel-like look, as she knelt and bent her 
head low, while fastening the bracelet on the 
rounded arm. And then she raised a very white 
face to her mistress, while she said, with an odd 
smile, '' Madai/;m, the Captain did so laugh when 
I gave him your note ; and he and the gentleman 
had some fun over it, I know." 

The spark had touched the train, and was 
slowly travelling up while the slighted woman 
glared on the kneeling figure, speechless, for the 
time, with surprise and shame. 

'Twas but for a moment, and then her fury 
burst forth ; and the girl covered her face with 
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her hands, in terror at what she had done ; but 
Eola tore them away, with the rage of a baffled 
tigress. 

'' Wretch, liar, slanderer,^' she cried ; ^' how 
dare you ! — ^how dare you tell me that an officer 
and a gentleman would be so mean, so ungentle- 
manly, so low, so far forget his position, and con- 
descend to Iftugh at any lady with her servant ! 
What possesses you to tell me this falsehood? 
Answer me, girl, or — " she added, grasping her 
wrist, in her blind passion, until the white fingers 
were stained with blood. " Have a care ! my 
friends are dearer than myself; you have been 
mad to traduce one of them." 

Norette was now thoroughly frightened, and 
sobbed piteously, from pain as well as fear ; but 
yet, although courage failed, through all she held 
to her purposed revenge. 

'^ Oh, Miss Eola, — oh, Ma,dawm, — ^let me go, 
for mercy^s sake ! YouVe torn my flesh ; see ! '^ 
She held her wrist out. 

Eola instantly released her. 

^^ If it was torn piece by piece from you, it 
would serve you right for so base a lie,'' she said, 
e pushiBd her from her. 
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'^ It wasn't a base lie/' answered Norette, re- 
viving a little at her release, and wiping her 
tears off; " it was the truth, — if I was to die 
this minute for saying it. I'd stand before the 
Captain's face any day and say so. He can't 
deny it. He did laugh to me, and laughed to 
the other. 

Bola was staggered at the girl's bold, truthful 
manner. She was growing calm besides. 

'^ Come here and listen, Norette,'* she said 
brokenly. 

" No, Msidawm" returned the maid, " I can't 
serve you any longer — ^you've been that cruel ; 
and I'll go this very night." 

Glad triumph shone in Sola's eyes. 
" Ah ! " she cried, '^ 1 understand ; you are 
afraid to meet Captain Thornton face to face, 
with this trumped-up tale ; but meet him you 
shall, this very night, too, and you must remain 
until then. You had better confess the 
truth before," she added, trembling from head 
to foot. 

Norette rose, with a look of defiance at her 
mistress. 
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" Madawnn/' she said, in the accents of a 
victor, " I am perfectly willing to see the Captain 
and stand to what I have said. Shall I wait 
here or in my own room f '* 

'* Where you are," returned Eola, as she 
swept out of the room. 

Half an hour or more the girl sat there, smiling 
and conscious that the stab had been a severer 
one than she had expected. So she had had her 
revenge. What cared she for Captain Thornton's 
anger ! She would dare it, and then go to her 
lover. " She feels more pain than I do,'' she 
thought, with malicious satisfaction as she looked 
at the scar upon her arm. " Ah, well ! she loves 
one, and he don't return it; but what call has 
she to love, with a good husband ? I dare say 
she's sorry for serving me as she did by this 
time, for she knows I can tell a thing or two 
about her. It took her aback a bit when I told 
her I'd see the Captain. I wonder how sh-e 
looks now ? — terribly down, I dare say." 

She had not long to wonder, for the door 
opened slowly, and her mistress entered. 

The girl started to her feet in dismay, for Eola 
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was frightfully altered ; the eyes were fixed and 
glassy, the lips tightly compressed, and the colour 
ghastly, save where a bright patch of rouge 
showed distinctly on either cheek. 

Norette felt a kind of affection for this capri- 
cious mistress — all self-interested as it was — and 
for the moment she forgot her own disappoint- 
ment in sympathy with her. 

'^ You are ill, Maiia/wm," she said kindly ; 
'^ let me get you something.^' 

But Eola waved her away imperiously. '^ You 
may go now,'' she said ; '^ I shall not require you 
for some time.'' 

Norette was touched in spite of herself, at the 
hollow voice. '^ Can I do nothing ? " she asked, 
still lingering. 

Bola came up close, — so close that the girl felt 
her hot breath upon her temples. 

" Norette," she said hoarsely, grasping the 
girl's shoulder, ^^ kneel before me, — kneel down 
there, — and swear by all you hold sacred that 
you have not lied. If you have, I will freely 
forgive you; only, say so; but beware of de- 
ceiving me again, for you will find me merciless." 

VOL. III. L 
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" Indeed, Madainn, there is no lie in it. I 
couldn't see the gentleman if there wdSy* 
answered Norette. "And after I gave your 
note, I followed them. The strange gentleman 
said something about finding grace with you, 
and the Captain laughed and answered, he was 
welcome to it all. It's true ; but Pm sorry now 
I vexed you with it," she added. 

Eola's short lip curled contemptuously, and she 
laughed one of those horrid, unnatural laughs. 

" Sorry for me," she repeated ; " what for ? 

Why, girl, you must be mad ! Go to your room 

now ; I shall not want you for a couple of hours." 

Left alone, Eola took from her wardrobe a 

bemouse, the dark, voluminous folds of which 

completely concealed her figure, and drawing 

the wide hood over her fair hair, she stepped 

quietly down stairs, and, thus muffled, went out 

of the hall door, and entered a covered Jiacrey 

which, in the meantime, had driven over the 

crisp gravel, and was waiting to receive her. 

She gave the driver the name of a shopkeeper in 

the Rue St. Honore, and desired him to make all 

bpeed. 
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The shop at which the fiacre stopped was one 
where all manner of bric-a-brac was vended. 

" Que desirez-vous, Madame^ s^il vous plait ? " 
jabbered the sallow little Frenchman in charge, 
as Eola alighted. 

" Can you show me a small dagger, — very 
small, — one which could easily be concealed in 
the girdle ? " asked Eola in French. 

The man gave a quick, suspicious look up at 
the speaker. 

" Asseyez-vous, Madame, je vais le chercher,'' 
he said, going into another room. '^ En voici 
un, deux, trois -/' and, returning, laid on the 
counter the tiny deadly weapons of fine blue 
steel, slightly rusted with age, ancient, and with 
gem-encrusted hilts. 

'^ And is this the smallest you have ? '' asked 
Eola, raising one. The man, with a profusion of 
French phrases, assured her that no smaller 
could be obtained; and then he showed her a 
stain upon the blade, that, he explained, was 
supposed to be blood ; and he informed her that 
this dagger had been found in an old chateau, 
and that, doubtless, some of the proprietors had 

L 2 
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been stabbed with it. '^ Of course, the little 
history adds to its value as a curiosity/' he 
concluded, with a grimace. 

Eola shuddered at the long recital. 

" And the price ? '^ she demanded impatiently. 

" Eighty francs,'^ responded the dealer ; " and 
you have it for half cost,'' he added. 

The customer made no remark, but, opening 
her purse, counted out the sum ; then, folding 
her cloak more closely about her, turned away. 

" Juste ciel ! " exclaimed the little man, with 
an expressive shrug of his narrow shoulders, as 
he shut the door of the fiacre. ^^ EUe est tres- 
jolie, mais — elle est un diable, vraiement ! Voila 
une aflFaire bien etrange." 

^1^ ^^ ^K ^9 

Captain Thornton did not accompany his 
friend very far after Norette left them. St. John 
he found thoroughly ill-humoured and bent upon 
picking a quarrel; so, to avoid an open rup- 
ture, Thornton professed suddenly to remember 
a forgotten engagement, and, with a hasty 
adieu, retraced his steps to the house at which 
he was staying. 
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" Twelve o'clock, then, at the Cafe Moull6e,'' 
shouted St. John after him, 

" All right, old fellow,^' returned Thornton 
gaily, with a wave of his well -gloved hand, as 
he disappeared round the corner of one of the 
squares. 

^^ ^* ^^ ^^ 

About half-past five on the evening of which 
we write there came a stranger to the hotel 
Vouillemont, a middle-aged man, clad in the 
ordinary habiliments of a priest; the face was 
cleanly shorn of hair, as becomes the order of 
priesthood, but it wanted the ruddy, round, jovial 
look one almost always finds descending to that 
jfratemity. Now, on the contrary, this priest 
was thin and lean of visage, and somewhat care- 
worn-looking besides, 

" Does Captain Charles Thornton stay here ? '^ 
asked the new-comer of the servant, who 
answered in the aflSrmative, adding that Mon- 
sieur le Capitaine was out. "But come up to 
his room, Sir ; he will not be long. I will tell 
him you are here when he returns,'^ said the 
yery un-French looking gargon civilly. 
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The priest assented willingly, and followed 
him upstairs. The garqon ushered the padre in, 
politely offering a chair. Lingering in the 
region of the door a few moments, then coming 
into the centre of the apartment, giving the 
gilded tables a whisk with his napkin, he laid a 
paper or two on one, and then when there 
was no obvious reason for his remaining longer, 
still stood, twirling a button oflF his coat and 
staring at the visitor, mouth open, with anything 
but French manners. At last, digging his hand 
with desperation into his carroty locks, he burst 
out with, '^ Och, bedad ! an^ sure ye're one 
of the right sort intirely. An' sure, yer Eive- 
rence, IVe been kipt to this blissit Frinch these 
given year, an' sure, though they say Pm a beau- 
tiful hand at it intirely , theres nothing hates the 
tongue of the ould country, it's that swate. 
Arrah ! Mother Ireland for iver \ Sure the song 
sis she's the quaan of the saa, small blame to it ! 
Och, begorra ! them Frinch and English don't 
understand the love that binds ivery mother's 
son of us one to another ; an' sure. Sir, the sight 
o' you's like the sight o' a bit of graan twig in 
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the dissert, thim big people talks of, to tlie eyes 
o' Pat. Och ! mother of Moses, do you till me 
yeVe been in Kerry, yer Riverence ? Och ! 
shure, thin, ye may have seen my Kitty avour- 
neen I lift there ? Och ! the sight of her's like 
a draph of the orator iny day. Och ! bedad, 
they're ringin' away like blazes, bad luck to 
thin\ ! but Pll see ye agin. Lord bliss ye, shure, 
Pat 'ud walk the biggest mile in jography to 
shake yer hand, and the blissit sight of you's 
bitter nor six dinners, not forgettin' the whiskey. 
Och ! worra ! there they're jingling agin,'^ and, 
tightly gripping the hand, which the priest 
warmly oflTered, Pat dabbed his thick lips upon 
it and vanished. 

" A gentleman waiting to see me ? " exclaimed 
Thornton when he came in, hot and tired. " The 
devil there is ! Why didn^t you say I was 
out?'' 

'^Becase, Sir, by the powers, he's a raal 
gintleman, and he's got something partic'lar to 
say to you," answered Pat, who seemed bent on 
cutting French for that day. 

" Go along, you blockhead ! " retorted the 
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imto Thornton, ill at ease, with visions of long 
nlipH of paper, with intimating notice upon them^ 
" to bo paid in so many days, etc/' 

" Ah ! but there's May's money to come to 
the rescue. No business transactions until after 
the marriage with Miss Leslie. By Jove ! that 
will R(5t me on horseback again nicely, and help 
mo to kick this counter-jumper downstairs." 
Putting on his hat again, he ascended with foot- 
Hteps meant to sound angrily, and dashed open 
the door. But no wrathful tailor, or urgent 
creditor, met his view, — only the weary patient- 
looking little priest. 

Thornton looked in amazement. "1 fear, 
Hir," he said hastily, snatching oflFhis hat, "that 
you have made some mistake. I don't think 
you can have business with me, I am Captain 
Thornton." 

''I am perfectly aware of it," returned the 
priest, in a clear voice, slightly flavoured with 
the accent (which was music to Pat). 

" Yes, my errand is to you. Captain Thornton, 
and, believe me, it has been no easy task to 
trace you out/' 
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Thornton was now fairly bewildered, and no 
dim misty recollections of the past, where a 
priest had figured, rose to aid his perplexity. 
^'Indeed, Sir,^^ he answered after a moment's 
silence, '' may I ask why you have thus honoured 
me by taking so much trouble ? '' 

"1 wiU,'' replied the priest, ^^but first 
tell me have you an hour or two to spare, 
and a room where we shall be alone and un- 
molested ? '^ 

"This is my own apartment. I will give 
orders that we may be undisturbed,^' replied 
Thornton, still more deeply mystified. 

'^Good, Sir, if you will kindly do so, and 
secure the door, I will at once make known the 
purport of my visit,'' was the answer. 

With curiosity thoroughly roused, not un- 
mingled with a certain dread of this strange 
interloper, Thornton gave the wished-for com- 
mand, and then drawing his chair near to him, 
prepared to listen to his tidings. 

The priest drew a black leather case from the 
breast pocket of his coat, and, after looking at 
its contents, he replaced it. " At one time," he 
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said, turning to Thornton, '' you knew a young 
person of the name of Kerson/' 

''This is an odd mission/* answered his 
auditor carelessly, although the priest saw his 
hand, which lay upon the table, tremble, and his 
face grow sickly and pale in hue. " I did know 
a person called Kerson, but it is years ago, and 
there are possibly others of that name in the 
world." 

" But I have good reason to know that this is 
the same person, Alice Kerson, whom you knew 
years ago.'* 

" Good God ! '* cried Thornton rising excitedly, 
''why have you come to speak to me of her? 
What is there that she would dare to ask of 
me?** 

" Sit down, my dear Sir,** said the priest, very 
gently taking his hand. "Alice Kerson, poor 
soul ! will never send you a message. She is 
dead. Let us trust, free from the sins of this 
mortal life,** he added, devoutly crossing himself. 

And then Thornton did sit down, like a child, 
as weak and powerless, and the priest felt his 
hand grow cold and clammy. 
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^' How ? where ? " he asked in a whisper, as if 
a mighty dread were falling upon him. 

^^In our calling/' continued the priest, "w 
have to listen to many a dark and grievous tale, 
and in an hour when the guilty soul feels that 
earthly tribunals have no further sway, but that 
there is yet a more terrible one, they pour out in 
such an hour to us confessions never meant for 
mortal ears. These confessions, I dare say you 
are aware, are never divulged by us ; but in this 
instance, the dying man with his last breath 
begged me to find you out and tell you all, as the 
only atonement he could make to you and to the 
dead. I promised to do so, and have found you 
out with great difficulty. Well, Sir, when in 
America a man lay dying near Rahway, New 
Jersey, and I was called to minister to this man, 
and thus learnt that Alice Kerson was at one 
time dear to you, as you were to her.'' 

"That's false. I was deceived and tricked," 
broke in Thornton. 

" Hush ! have a little patience with me," 
begged the priest, " you were deceived, but not 
by Alice Kerson; you were both victims of a 
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dark plot. She was taken away under false 
pretences, and was murdered. She died, poor 
girl ! brave and steadfast in her love for you.^' 

'^ Good God ! '^ cried Thornton, covering his 
face with his hands. 

" Look,'^ continued the priest, touching him 
gently on the arm. ^' You know this locket. It 
fell from the unfortunate woman^s neck in her 
death struggle.'' 

Thornton took the trinket but said not a word ; 
although the truest, as well as the happiest 
moments of his life must have risen before him : 
he laid it tenderly in the palm of one hand, 
while he shaded his eyes with the other, and two 
great tears fell upon it; then thrusting it into 
the breast of his coat, ^' If there is one alive on 
earth who has injured this girl he shall suffer; 
it shall be his life or mine,'' he said angiily, 
wiping the moisture from his eyes. '^It shall, 
by Heaven ! Tell me what remains to be told," 
he added in an unsteady voice, getting up and 
leaning his head upon the marble mantelpiece, 
so that the working of his features as the deadly 
tale was told might be hid. 
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''I shall not have the pain of saying more 
now/' returned the priest ; " my duty shall have 
been fulfilled when I deliver to you this, the 
dying confession of the wretched man. Here 
you will find all explained that I could tell. I 
took it down word for word, and I will leave 
you alone to read it, but I shall not leave Paris 
without seeing you again. This, too, is my 
address in Paris.'' He handed Thornton a card, 
with the black leather case, and then glided 
softly out of the room. 

None ever knew how those moments passed 
in which Thornton learned the fate of the woman 
he had loved . One or two cries were heard to 
issue from his room, so exceedingly bitter that the 
maitre d'hStel, at the instigation of a pretty 
grisette, who acted as chambermaid, was pre- 
vailed upon to go himself to learn if the gentle- 
man was ill, but on knocking he was told to 
"go away" in a voice which showed that the 
occupant was still able to make use of his lungs. 

Not long after, however, the bell rang 
violently, and Pat, who answered the summons, 
saw Thornton as he had never seen him before. 
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woe-stricken, pale, with great black circles 
round his eyes. 

'' Brandy,'* he called. '' Quick." 

^^ Yes, Sir, in a jiffy,** and away flew Pat, and, 
returning almost immediately, placed the well- 
cut crystal case before him. 

Thornton seized a tumbler from the small 
buffet, and half filling it, poured the fiery liquid 
down his throat. '^ You here," he called, as Pat 
turned away, " bring a remise, and lose no time.** 

"No, yer Honour.** And Pat lost no time, 
for the remise was at the door in less than ten 
minutes. 

Calling for the maitre d^hStel on his way out, 
he inquired the name of a good notary. The 
host wrote down the address of two or three, 
enlarging on their different merits as he did so 
with French gesticulation. 

They were all the same to Thornton, so he 
chose the first on the list, and told the man to 
drive there. 

The notary was not an old man or wizened, 
after the manner of dealers in parchment. He 
bowed low to the new-comer. 
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^^I have come here to make a will,*' said 
Thornton rather wildly, "and it must be done 
to-night/* 

" Monsieur, it will be best to wait one other • 
day, when I shall have all prepared,*' mildly 
suggested the notary, seeing Thornton's excited 
state. 

But he stopped him, " I will not sleep or rest 
until it is done," he cried. " Aid me, or I must 
go elsewhere." 

"Eh bien! Monsieur," returned the man of 
deeds. " I will see to it at once." And all the 
necessary arrangements being complete, Thorn- 
ton in the prime of his manhood, in the full flush 
of youth and strength, wrote a will. 

I don't fancy he thought much of that solemn 
little sentence, "This to be my last will and 
testament " ; I don't think even that thrill which 
most must experience, when death faces them 
so closely, as they trace those words so surely 
to be read by other lips when they have 
passed from earth for ever. No. Thornton 
seemed to feel none of this, but looked as one 
-fulfilling a solemn duty. At last it was all over. 
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duly signed and attested, and Thornton entered 
the remise and drove away, with the parchment 
folded carefully in his coat-pocket, leaving a 
copy with the notary. 

Arriving at his hotel, after dismissing the 
remise^ he went at once to his room, rang for 
writing materials, and was alone for a couple of 
hours, and then he went out to order his horse. 

The host met him at the door, and he muttered 
something in answer to his salutation, and then 
said he was going to get his horse. The French- 
man looked searchingly at him in wonder. 
Surely he was altered, and the change told more 
upon his bright face than upon one less so ; 
the hat was pulled down slouchingly upon the 
moody brow, the blue eyes were red and heavy, 

the smiling lips closed and parched, while the 
face was flushed unnaturally. Truly the host 
looked for the usual gay jest, the familiar nod, 
the merry glance, and looked in vain. 

'^He will ride to de devil tout-de'Suite/' he 
said, shaking his head ominously, as he turned 
into the house. 

^^ Only a little thing that I could do for iai 
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only a little thing — my poor girl! — my poor 
darling ! '^ he kept repeating. '^ Ah ! my Alice, 
my love. Who could have done it ? Eola was 
there at the time ; I might learn something from 
her. What keeps the fellow, curse him ? '^ 
But the groom was at his back when he turned 
round, eavesdropper to this soliloquy. Thom- 
ton^s eyes flashed angrily upon him, but he met 
the gaze. 

" Just come to say the horse is ready. Sir,*' he 
said, touching his cap respectfully. And then 
going up to the animal's head, he held the 
bridle while Thornton mounted. 

^^ Did a letter go for me to the Ch&teau 
Fiore ? '' he asked, as he received the whip and 
reins. 

" Yes, Sir, Henrique rode over with it this 
afternoon. I saw him.'' 

^^ That will do then," was the answer. 

' " Back soon. Sir ? " asked the groom, touching 

his cap again. But there was no reply, as 

Thornton rode out into the coming dusk. 
***** 

A handsome gilt timepiece, representing in gilt 
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a maiden placing on the brow of a youth a cliaplet 
of victory, struck nine ; clear, silvery, and bell- 
like rang out the chimes, and a beautiful face 
looked up at it, through tears — not weak, 
woman's tears, but burning angry ones. They 
were dashed away ere they fell, and a slight 
form rose, and going over to the window, pushed 
away the blue silken draperies, and tried to look 
far out into the night's gloom. Beautiful, never 
more beautiful, was this woman who watched 
and waited alone in her madness and despair, 
than to-night, watched and waited in that silent 
blue draped drawing-room of the Chfi,teau Fiore. 
Dazzling with a fairness which the lustrous dark 
robe intensified, yet there was sometlung almost 
lurid in the expression, while the strange red 
flower shed its blood-like tinge over her amber 
hair. Lovely, yet it seemed strange to see one 
so fair kneel and pray for strength that her heart 
might fail not in the hour when her sufferings 
would be avenged ; to hear her call down curses 
on the beloved head of one after all dearer than 
life, one whom her heart clove to while her lips 
denounced ; strange to see her childlike features 
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convulsed with fearful emotion, as she rises and 
presses her little white hands to some hard sub- 
stance which lies hid concealed in the bosom of 
her dress. 

Time wore on, and yet no step ascends the 
stuccoed steps leading to the Ch8;teau Fiore, 
while Eola might have counted the beatings of 
her own ungovemed heart, in the '^ hush '^ 
which seemed over everything ; and then, at last, 
there was a sound, a sound of men talking low, 
in subdued tones, to one another, whilst their 
heavy footsteps crushed the smooth white gravel. 
Eola sprang to the window, sick with a nameless 
dread ; she pressed her throbbing temples to the 
glass, and looked out into the cold moonlight, 
and she saw men bearing with them something 
long and muffled; something that looked ter- 
rible in that shifting light, for beneath the dark 
wrapping there was the outline of a human 
form. They were very near now — almost close — 
passing the low French window, and the pale 
rays fell like silver sheen upon a face left 
bare, and turned upwards, wan, ghastly, — and 
so still. 

M 2 
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Eola gave a long, long look, and then her eyes 
dilated, and a low moan came from her quivering 
lips; those fixed features were not unknown to her; 
and while she stood still gazing, fascinated with 
horror, the door burst open, and a girl trembling 
and crouching rushed in, and sank at Eola's fieet 
speechless with terror. 

" Great Heaven !" cried Eola, wringing her 
hands; ^^ what is it ? what has happened V 

" Oh ! Mrs. Vere, forgive me,'' whined the 
girl; "I have been so wicked. Oh! please 
forgive me. I disobeyed you, and slipped out 
to see my lover, and coming back — oh ! dear, 
what shaU I do ? I don't like to tell you — ^but on 
the way I overtook some men carrying Captain 
Thornton. He has met with an accident. I think 
he is dead, and they are bringing him here" she 
added with a shudder. And Norette looked 
up in her dismay at her mistress, and marvelled 
that she did not scream or faint; but, although 
Eola did neither, yet something strange, some- 
frenzied, came into her face. 

" Dead ! dead ! " she repeated, as if to her- 
self ; and pushing the girl aside, staggered out 
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into the hall, where the men had entered with 
their shrouded burden. 

" Hush ! don^t tell me now,^' she cried, as 
they were about to explain. ^^ Follow me ;^^ and 
. she led the way up the broad staircase into a 
spacious chamber, and hid her face while they 
laid the dead weight upon the bed. Then (as if 
it were too sacred for other eyes to gaze on 
aught so precious) she came and stood before 
it. 

'^ Come again to-morrow, and you will be hand- 
somely paid,^* she said, turning to the men, as 
they hesitated what to do next. 

^^ We were not waiting for that,'* answered one 
in good English ; " but to tell you, millady, 

that monsieur was thrown from his horse not far 

from this gate ; he was quite sensible, millady, 

when we lifted him up, and pauvre monsieur 

told us to bring him here, as he was in such pain. 

Shall we fetch a doctor, millady ; he is not dead, 

only fainted with loss of blood." 

" Do," cried Eola, ^^ and in heaven's name be 

quick ; you will be richly rewarded, remember." 

And now she pushed back the crimson hangings 
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and gazed with agony upon the unconscious man^ 
whose face was, perhaps, never more handsome 
than when grandly massive, calm, in its repose. 
Like chiselled marble, there was no disfigure- 
ment, no visible trace of that terrible fall, save 
that the bright locks which fell over the fore- 
head were at one side matted with blood. And 
now EoWs natural strength of mind returned to 
her; she did not give way to useless tears or 
wailings, but bathed and bound with womanly 
care the wound which lay hid under the tangled 
hair, chafed the well-shaped hands which lay so 
idle and so helpless now. Then, when there was 
still no movement, no flutter of the breath of life, 
she knelt beside him, breathing his name with 
love, ardour, suffering, as if those low thrilling 
accents must yet recall the spirit that she feared 
had fled. A fit subject for a painter that dainty 
room, the handsome form stretched there under 
the damask hangings, lying smitten as it were 
by that great mysterious hand, ere time had 
decayed one charm, impaired one power; 
vigorous, lusty, and full of the sap of life, like 
some young oak to look upon, yet the roots may 
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have been already severed, the stern mandate 
issued so that it should no longer cumber the 
earth; and, lastly, the silent watcher, golden- 
haired and sable-robed, who watched with such 
frenzy the issue, '' Life or death/' 

But, see, while she hangs over him, he stirs 
slightly, and speaks. Lower, lower still, bows 
the fair head. 

'' It's true, my darling, my own darling,'' he 
murmurs. " Scarborough, ask her— I know 
you loved me to the last. I am happy, even 
though it's late, too late, beloved, for I know 
it." 

'' Know what, dearest ? " asked Eola, seizing 
the hand he unconsciously extended to her, and 
raining kisses upon it. '^ Oh ! thank God, you 
stiU live." 

The suspense had been too great, the heart 
was overcharged, and she, now that relief 
had come, wept bitterly. Her tears roused 
Thornton; raising himself a little upon his elbow, 
the heavy fringes were lifted from those eyes 
which had been blue and smiling as a summer 
sky. 
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*^l8 that you, Eola? Poor girl! why are you 
crying ? and why am I lying here ? Oh ! I 
know now, a trifle of a fall. Fm not much 
worth, I fancy, but you have no reason to grieve 
for mo. You must forgive me, Eola.'* 

Ho looked at her kindly, and feebly pressed 
her hand as ho spoke. The knowledge that the 
idol he had sot up was not a false one, seemed 
already to have shed its softening influence over 
bis nature. 

" Oh I Charles, Charles,*' cried the woman, 
" don't wring my heart like this. Oh ! merciful 
Heaven, if you knew how it has been torn 
within this hour^ how it has bled and broken. 
Oh ! Charles, never did a dying wretch crave 
for pardon, or soul to be released from bitter 
pain, as I have for one word of love from you, 
only a little one, and yet I dare not ask it 
now ; it would be too great joy ; I could not 
• bear it. Oh ! my beloved, forgive you ? What 
have I too forgive ? nay, rather, what have I not 
to bless you for ? Don't you know, darling, 
how hateful and cursed life would be without 
your love ? See," she said, drawing the hidden 
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poignard from her bosom, and laying the 
glistening steel upon the white skin, " I would 
plunge this into my heart if by so doing I might 
ease your pain. And Charles dearest, what 
was it you said just now about something making 
you happy ? Tell me.^' 

She bent her hot brow down upon his hand, 
her breast heaved, waiting for the answer, for 
she expected him to say it was her love. 

"Talking, was I, Eola?" said the sufferer, 
turning uneasily; "some nonsense, I dare say; 
I must have been dreaming.^' He tried to speak 
once more in the old careless tone, with the old 
bright smile ; and then thought seemed to come 
over him like a flash of lightning ; his features 
looked haggard now, far more so than they had 
done at the hotel. *^ It was no nonsense ! " he 
cried, endeavouring to sit up ; "I was not 
dreaming. I have something to say to you, 
Eola, but I can't say it now ; I must wait. Pour 
some of that stufi" down my throat ; I must not 
die yet.'' And even while the round soft arm, 
gold encircled, was stretched forth for the 
cordial, Thornton sank back on the pillow ex- 
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hausted, and an ugly dark stain oozed througli 
the white bandages. 

Eola shuddered as she saw it ; placing her arm 
round the sinking man, and so supporting him, 
while she placed the cordial to his lips. He 
swallowed a few drops, but did not rally, and the 
wretched woman felt his weight grow heavier, 
saw his features become paler, until his head fell 
back, and he was still with a stillness like unto 
death. 

A stifled scream burst from the watcher, and 
she placed her hand upon his heart, but her fears 
were wrong; never so faintly, yet it had not 
ceased to beat; and now the weary woman, 
kneeling, still supported the senseless man until 
Norette entered, her eyes red with weeping, 
followed by the doctor. 

Eola gently withdrew her hand, and rose to 
meet him, a grave elderly man. He threw a 
quick glance upon the bed, after returning 
Eola^s acknowledgment. 

^' Allow me,'' he said, taking up a taper light, 
'^ and please to leave us for a short time, Madam; 
I must examine my patient.^ 
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Oh ! how lagging the measured minutes are to 
the tortured one as she paces to and fro, until at 
length the door opened, and the doctor beckoned 
for her to enter. 

*^ You are this gentleman^s wife, I presume ?'* 
he said, handing her a chair. 

^^ I am not,'* replied Eola simply. 

He paused — ^^Oh! I beg your pardon; then 
perhaps you may be better able to bear the truth. 
I fear there is ^no hope;* however, we will do 
all we can, and you had better send for other 
advice/* 

Eola obeyed silently, and despatched a message 
for her own medical man. As she re-entered 
Thornton once again opened his eyes. 

There was more colour in his face, and he 
looked better. 

'^This is the doctor,'* explained Eola, as his 
eyes rested inquiringly upon the stranger. 

*' Oh, how d*ye do ? ** and Thornton held out his 
hand with difficulty, and a smile passed over his 
face, giving it the old familiar look. It rested 
there for a moment, and then vanished, never to 
return. 
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" I am awfully weak, and my head feels odd 
and light to-night. That nasty spill did it ; but 
you'll get me round all right, only you must be 
quick, for Fm oflF to Scarborough next week,'' 
he added, but his voice shook, he seemed to 
disbelieve the words. 

There was no immediate reply, and then he 
got up excitedly. 

" Doctor, there's no danger, is there ? " he 
asked, sharply. ^' Oh, confound it ; there is no 
use in making a fellow worse than he is." 

^' Remain quiet, my dear Sir, and we will do all 
we can," was the even reply. 

^^ Which means, you can do nothing," returned 
the disabled man sadly. And then he called for 
Eola. 

^^ Come here, close to me," he said, although 
she stood by his side already. "The question 
— oh, how my wretched head swims ! — but 
I must not lose time — the question I have been 
asking you in my mind all night. Listen, 
Eola. Alice Kerson was taken away from Scar- 
orough, and — are you listening ? Do you hear, 
Eola— ^ Murdered.' Who did it, Eola ? Who 
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did it, that dastardly deed ? '^ It came like a 
fatal blast upon the unhappy woman ; her arms 
dropped by her side ; her tongue clave to 
her mouth, and then she fell on her knees beside 
the avenger. 

^^ Oh/* she cried, raising her clasped hands, 
" have pity, have mercy ; remember how I loved 
you ; " and then the bitter sting of conscience 
brought out the guilty confession. " If I have 
wronged this woman,*' she cried, '^ I did not mur- 
der her. I swear I did not even know that she 
was dead/* 

A new light seemed to break upon the eyes of 
the dying. He saw it all with the preternatural 
clearness often lent in that hour, ere the mys- 
terious disunion of body and spirit takes place. 
Yes ; in Eola he recognized the dark-eyed wo- 
man who had woven the foul plot. She was at 
Scarborough then. She loved him, and this poor 
girl was in the way. Yes, she, the guilty woman 
whom he had taken in his arms, whose lips he 
had pressed, was the one who had betrayed Alice 
Kerson to death. He sprang from her with 
horror and aversion. 
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" Wretch, wanton, murderess I ** he cried 
hoarsely. '' You did it. You sent her away ; '* 
and then, when she madly hoped he might relent, 
and tried to take his hand, he gathered all his 
faiUng strength together, and sat up. 

" Don't I " he shouted, shrinking away from her. 
'' Cruel, bad ; oh, that I could bum the flesh oflF 
my body where you have touched it; but you 
never gained my love for all your vile, hellish 
plotting. No ! I laughed at it ; it wearied and 
grew loathsome. I never ceased to love the 
woman you destroyed. I love her now better 
than ever, for in spite of your horrible scheme, 
I know that she was true, my little one, my 
beautiful Alice. Take her away, man, who- 
ever you are, take this fiend away. She 
took all the good out of my life when she 
murdered my darling. Oh, may the curse ! 

may— '* 

The doctor had stood stunned by this strange 
scene ; but he came near now, for the wound had 
gaped afresh, and the crimson stream trickled 
down the white face. 

" You must not excite yourself in this way, my 
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dear Sir; you are killing yourself/* said the 
physician, forcing him back upon the pillow. 

'^ And go away, for God^s sake, if you would 
spare his life ; the brain, I fear, has become un- 
settled,'' he whispered to Eola. 

She went backwards at his bidding, where the 
curtains hid her from Thornton's sight, and stood 
there, like one turned to marble, tearless, voice- 
less, save that her eyes glittered and flashed 
with the demon which the dying man's words had 
roused. Her sin had found her out with a ven- 
geance. There was not a spar in the whole 
wreck to which she might cling to espape the 
mighty wave which had risen before her like the 
gate of death, yet she held her beautiful form 
erect and fearless. 

The doctor was very anxious now, for as 
Thornton fell back, he observed, with the quick 
eye of science, that a change had come. Care- 
fully re-arranging the pillows, and adminis- 
tering a soothing draught, he seated himself by 
the bed-side. 

The responsibility was heavy, and there seemed 
no one coming to share it. The whole thing was 
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SO strange, the accusation made by the dying so 
terrible. 

'^ Doctor/^ whispered the patient, breaking 
into this train of thought, " has she gone, that 
woman ? " 

^^ Oh, yes. Now let me implore you to remain 
quiet. No one shall disturb you,^' was the reply. 

'^Yes; but doctor, they murdered my poor 
little girl, my Alice. V\l have it all investi- 
gated, and retribution shall fall upon her head. 
It shall. I—/' 

'^ Of course it will, my dear Sir,'' answered the 
doctor, soothingly ; ^^ but you must not excite 
yourself, in order to get well.'' 

*' I cannot do it," moaned Thornton. ^' I am 
in horrible pain. Give me brandy. Anything." 

There was a hard struggle, for Thornton was 
young and lusty, but soon came the fatal lull 
which precedes death. 

" Easier now, my dear fellow ?" said the doctor 
kindly." 

^^ Yes, much. I have no pain," he answered. 
Then murmured brokenly — 

" Poor Alice loved me. Ah, well, I — Alice — 
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" Good heavens ! it will be all over if he does 
not come/* said the doctor, going over to 
Eola. 

"The physician, Madam; send again/* he 
urged. 

Bola moved towards the door; bat as she 
passed the bed on which the suflFerer lay, she fell 
once-more upon her knees beside it. 

^*A word of mercy, to save my brain from 
madness,'* she cried. ^' As you hope for pardon, 
say it.'* 

The last eflFort of the dying man was to turn 
from her. 

" Take her away,** he said faintly, catching the 
doctor's sleeve. " Why do you let her glare at 
me like a tigress ? I don*t want to see heb now, 
that*s all. I want to see my little girl with the 
white dress and white roses in her hair. She 
never wore the dress again. Alice — ** It was 
the last audible word. There were a few fieble 
sentences after; and while the lips moved, the 
face grew calm and bright, and there was no 
anger upon it. Let us trust, then, that there was 
a prayer to that throne before which the greatest 
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aiimer may offer a petition, and that the words 
unheard by man were heard by One whose 
mercy is boundless. 

And the shadow of death passed over the fine 
features, and the light went ont of those blue eyes 
for ever. 

Then arose a wild sob, so deep, so heartrend- 
ing, that the Doctor^s blood curdled, used as he 
was to many a sore sight ; and when he looked, 
something like a tear came, when he saw the 
lovely woman lying there, so desolate in her grief, 
with her forehead pressed down upon the ground 
and her hands clasped above it, moaning out in her 
bitter anguish. But he knew at such a moment 
sympathy would be useless ; so turning again to 
the dead^ he pressed with his practised hand the 
long lashes upon the cold cheeky never again to 
be raised in mirth or anger. 

A few moments more and the promised aid 
arrived ^^ too late/' 

After the solemn greeting had taken place 
between the men> Eola raised her haggard face, 
and came towards the new-comer. 

^' Good heavens ! '' he exclaimed^ " I should not 
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have known you, Mrs. Vere. Do, pray, go and 
take rest. This shock has been too much.^' 

" What do 1 care for life ! Never mind me. 
Could you have done good ? '^ asked Eola, pointing 
to the bed. 

Dr. Vincent shook his head^ as he answered, 
'' No. Poor fellow. No — I feel sure all that could 
have been done has been done by my friend here. 
And, my dear Madam, go take that rest which 
you so much need, and leave us to consult a 
Uttle.'' 

*' Best, rest for me I ^' repeated Eola, with a 
strange laugh, as she was about to obey, but the 
strange practitioner detained her. 

^' I forgot,*' he said, ^^ to ask the name, and 
where are the deceased's friends. They ought to 
receive tidings at once." 

*^ I know of no friends. Captain Thornton is 
the name. He was staying at — ^' 

A strong tremor passed through EoWs entire 
frame as she gave this information, but she turned 
abruptly away, and entering another small ante- 
room, turned the key in the lock. 

The consultation was over, and the doctors 
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gone. Eola had refused to see them again , and 
remained still locked in her room. Norette, 
although Eola had desired her not to come 
near, was full of sympathy, knowing of Eola^s 
love (perhaps she thought of what her own feel- 
ings would have been in such a case), and so 
determined to watch her mistress ; and her vigi- 
lance was after many weary moments repaid, for 
when at length the household had become quiet, 
she saw (from a dim niche in the hall, where she 
had managed to ensconce herself) Eola unfasten 
the door and steal softly back into the chamber 
of death ; but more she was not destined to see, 
for the door was secured from within, and then 
followed a long silence, unbroken even by weep- 
ing. The weary maiden listened, and listened 
in vain, until worn out by the tears she had shed 
and the dread she had suffered, she sank back, 
and slumbered profoundly, sheltered in her 
hiding-place. 

Norette started from a dream in which she 
had fancied that while her lover lay sleeping a 
man was about to murder him, and that although 
she was near, her voice was powerless to rouse 
the doomed man ; at last her determined effort to 
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do it broke through the trammels of the night- 
mare, and she woke to listen to the tread of 
many feet and the mingling of strange voices. 
The drowsy girl rubbed her eyes, half expecting 
to see her lover in the hands of his destroyer, 
but instead she saw the door she had been 
watching ere she slept open, and Bola come out, 
supported by two gentlemen, her eyes gleaming 
brightly, but not with intelligence ; there was a 
vacancy in those dark dilated orbs, and when she 
fixed her wild unconscious gaze upon the already 
terrified Norette she fled from it as from an evil 
thing. 

'' Charlie Thornton dead ? " the gay, the fasci- 
nating. The news spread like wildfire. There was 
St. John, who owed him an odd hundred or two, 
and who between the puffs of his scented cigar 
exclaimed, " Poor devil ! but, gad ! it's a deuced 
lucky hit for me.*' And then there was another 
to whom they carried the mournful message 
first. Sir James Leslie, and it was a sad moment 
for him, knowing as he did that the first love of 
his young and innocent chUd was blighted, and 
he had been fond of Thornton besides. So with 
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a heavy heart he went back with the messenger 
to the Chatean Fiore. 

'' Madam is in the room with the poor gentle- 
man/^ said the servant who admitted them in a 
mysterious whisper. 

They entered, and at the top of the stairs 
there met them a woman, lovely in spite of her 
dead palfor, which the long black robe brought 
out in terrible relief, the hair hung low over the 
white brow, unadorned by flower or gem, save 
that in one place the gilten threads were dyed 
with a deep red stain, and a spot or two of the 
same discoloured the alabaster bosom. 

" Come,'' she said smiling, while her eyes 
glanced over the group without a shade of recog- 
nition. " Come, and you shall see my revenge. 
He slighted, laughed at, scorned love the truest 
ever woman bore ; come and look ! '' She pointed 
her white finger to the bed, and horrified they 
gathered round it. Charles lay as the doctor 
had left him, and his face was very pleasant to 
look on even in death; the ordinary evening 
dress which he wore had not been removed, and 
there was something so perfectly natural in the 



ALMOST A MXTBDEB. 175 

attitude that the beholder might well have 
doubted even yet that he stood in the presence 
of death. 

" You know now that I murdered him/' went 
on the distracted woman. " See how I stabbed 
him to the heart, so that he might never laugh 
me to scorn again ; yet I love him dearly, dearly/' 
she added, wringing her hands. 

Sir James Leslie now sprang forward, and 
stooping over his child's betrothed saw above 
the coat a jewelled hilt, and knew that the blade 
was buried beneath. 

" Woman,'' he cried, seizing Bola by the arm, 
'^ what is this you have done ! Have you indeed 
taken away the life of the man who was to be as 
a son to me ? " 

The unhappy Eola gave him a meaningless 
stare, and then laughed hysterically. 

Making a sign to Sir James, the doctors led 
her gently from the room. 

'' It is very awful," said Doctor Vincent, when 
he returned alone. " Poor unfortunate lady, the 
shock has completely turned her brain, and she 
must (or fancied she had) suffered wrong at the 
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handed one over to Sir James Leslie. "How 
very singular this is — the dead man's will ! " 

'^ His will/' cried Sir James ; '' what a strange 
coincidence that he should have had it with him ! 
And look^ there is another document ; what is the 
writing on the back ? " 

Both men stooped and read eagerly — 

'^ Herein Laurence Fibum confesses to having 
murdered Alice Kerson/' 

"Merciful God!*' exclaimed Sir James, ''what 
can it mean? How could such a thing have 
fallen into his possession ? It's horrible ! Like 
an awful nightmare. Put them away, doctor; 
they must be examined afterwards, with other 
things belonging to — " 

He tried to finish, but overcome by the horror 
of that dreadful night, the man whose life had 
been so peaceful and happy for years fairly broke 
down now, and turned away hastily to hide his 
emotion. And on that same night two missions 
of deadly import were despatched, one destined 
for a modest villa at Bayswater, and the other to 
take a longer flight, and reach the shores of 
burning India. 
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CHAPTEE XXVin. 

ONE PEEP AT SOME OF THE ACTORS IN OUR 
DRAMA ERE THE CURTAIN DROPS. 

A PSETTT surbarban cottage at Clapham; and 
see^ an old man is standing there in the glow of 
the evening sunset ; he has been t jing-np and 
watering some rebellions carnations^ and the 
large old-fashioned watering-pot lies^ spout 
downwards^ npon the gravel walk^ while he 
brashes the velvety leaves of a rich red rose. He 
looks very happy — ^this old man^ and there is a 
hearty^ jovial expression about his unrefined fea^ 
tures that makes you long to hear him speak ; 
and although^ to negative a vulgar phrase, " he 
is every inch not a gentleman/' and coarse-look- 
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ing besides^ yet he handles the flower with the 
deKcacy of a girl, and now the destructive 
animalculaB being removed, and the rose tied to 
the trellis, the aged gardener stands for some 
time gazing admiringly upon it, and then turns 
away with a sigh ; the very last bit of sentiment 
one would have expected from him, did we not 
know that few heads grow white without some 
hidden grief, a dead or living sorrow, which the 
deep cells of memory yield up at the trill of a 
bird, the sweet cadence of a song, or the blush 
of a rose. Perhaps the old man's eyes grew dim 
when he thought on some day that was gone; 
and so the flower charmed him no longer, for 
the colours grew misty through the veil of tears, 
as he walks slowly up the well-trimmed path, 
with his arms folded behind him. And now 
there stops hastily at the trellised gate, in the 
green fence, a youth, tanned with the warm 
kisses of the ardent sun, blue-eyed, dark-haired, 
tall, broad-shouldered, one of those fine manly- 
looking fellows which England, or any other 
country, might be protffl of; he lifted the 
latch, and gently followed the footsteps of the 
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old maxKy who turned on hearing the hasty 
tread. 

There was a long, long look, fearfol at first, 

then intensely joyful, and the stranger was 

caught to the old man's breast, while he cried, 

'* Andre, Andre, mv son ! Oh ! Heaven be 

praised, you have come back — " 

And the mist which had gathered in the aged 
eyes fell in large drops on the bowed head of 
the \-outh. 

'• My father ! my dear, dear father,'' said 
Andn$, after some moments; ''can you forgi^^e 
U)y wild madness in leaving you for a distant 
land ; alone, too ? Oh ! I have been very selfish." 
" My own boy, your old father thinks you can 
never do wrong ; and what does it matter now 
that you are back?" answered the old man 
fondly. 

" Ah ! my father, I'll stay with you now," 
returned Andr^; ''I saw many a sore day's 
fight, and many a grand sight you never 
thought I'd see, out there in India, with terrible 
bloodshed and slaughter, and yet, you see, I got 
through it all safe, and came back all right. 
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Thank God ! " fervently ejaculated the 
happy father/' bending his grey head in reve- 
rence. 

'' And, Padre, I fought hard as any of them,' 
went on the youth, taking off his wide-a-wake, 
and passing his fingers through his luxuriant 
hair. "And see,'' he added, "I have to show 
you this, which I call a glory mark. You must 
be proud of it, too. Padre, for I received it in 
saving our Colonel's life. A devil of a Sikh 
came behind him with a drawn sabre, but I was 
too quick for him, and in the struggle he made a 
fhrust at me." 

He stripped off his coat, drew up his shirt 
sleeve, and displayed a severe scar, with the 
enthusiasm of a hero. 

" Cover it up, my boy," said the old man. " I 
can't bear to see it, when I think of the peril 
you were in." 

Andre was the first to speak again. 

"1 wrote often, did you get many of my 
letters ? • Knocking about, I only got two of 
yours. How anxious you must have been, poor 
Padre ? " 
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" True to you there, my son," answered Vo- 
loki ; " but never mind now that you're returned. 
I always said you would, to Gipsy, and when I 
did the puss would fling her arms round me and 
bless me ; she would, the monkey, and then cry 
over it. Poor lass, how glad she will be to see 
you, to be sure ! '^ 

Andre grew pale. 

*' I should think,'* he said, " that — that — Lady 
Wallace would hardly care to keep up an ac- 
quaintance with a soldier in her Majesty's — 
Regiment of Foot;" and then he took the old 
man's hand between his own, "Father," he 
cried passionately, '* I left you because I 
could not conquer my love for Gipsy. What 
was I, that she should stoop to notice me? 
I would not stay and mar her prospects. I 
tried. Padre, to be true to her and true to 
myself, but you must not speak of her ; I love her 
too well." 

The old man Eftared in blank astonishment; 
then, throwing his hands aloft, shouted, " Qt)cd 
Lord ! the boy's head's turned maybe with one of 
them terrible sunstrokes that comes of goin' to 
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get glory spots among such heathens, and the 
devil knows what besides : went away because 
he loved Gipsy ! Oh, Lord ! And Lady Wallace 
— who the dickens can she be ? What on earth 
does the boy mean ? " 

Andre was too eager to smile at the old man's 
dismay. 

" Is Gipsy not married to Sir Wallace Wallace, 
then ? '' he gasped. 

"Married Sir Whattle Whattle?'' repeated 
the Padre indignantly, waxing wrath at the im- 
putation cast upon his pet. " Oh, Lord ! nothing 
but a sunstroke could have put such a notion into 
his head. Sir Whattle indeed ? devil a soul ; 
she'll marry but yourself. Go along and ask her, 
if you won't believe me ; you nearly broke her 
heart, you graceless dog, tearing off in that 
way." 

" I thought Gipsy was engaged, and I — " 

"Believed a cock-and-bull story about her," 
interrupted Voloki, slapping him heartily on the 
back. " Ah ! well, never mind, cheer up my 
lad, it will be all right, as it always was in the 
Travelling Star when the Zephyr came on ; come 
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in now and have supper, and then you may go 
and make it all up with her/' 

In the drawing-room of her house in the West« 
end square lay Miss Nantz on a sofa, looking 
very feeble ; all day she had been ailing, so the 
evening found her weak and languid. And in the 
quiet, almost sad, little girl, with all her dark 
hair brushed away from her pale face and rolled 
into a great untidy knot behind her head, one 
would hardly have recognized the once rosy, 
arch Mara O'Rouke. 

" My dear,'* said Miss Nantz, '' I sent to tell 
the poor Padre the reason you could not come 
to day ; and Mary took a basket of flowers and 
peaches as a little ofiering/' 

" Thanks, dear Auntie,^' answered Mara, 
brightening as she always did when Miss Nantz 
spoke to her. 

'^ To-morrow you will be better, and we can 
drive over together; and now. Auntie, may I 
read to you ? " 

" Yes, pet, read Leigh Hunt's new book/' 
Mara read, and soothed by her voice the "Golden 
Witch '' fell gently asleep. 
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Mara closed the book, and took herself silently 
to task for murmuring when her Ufe was made 
up of so many blessings, and was no better for 
it, finding still the yearning despair for one lost, 
which none of the others could replace. 

Some one ringing the hall-door bell made her 
start nervously. 

^'Was the Padre ill, and had they sent for 
her?'* and as she asked herself the question 
with fear and trembling, she determined that the 
old man should dwell no longer alone. 

" A gentleman wishes to see you. Miss, for a 
few minutes ; he will not give his name, and I 
have put him in the dining-room, if you please. 
Miss.'' 

'^Very well, Jane, I will go down,'* she an- 
swered, raising her finger wamingly lest the 
sleeper might be roused, and then she went 
sorrowfully to learn the fancied bad news. 

There was a dim light in the dining-room, and 
through the dusk she saw a figure standing 
there. Ah ! how quick and fast her heart beats ; 
was it, could it be ? 

"Lucy, my darling, forgive me ! " 

VOL. III. o 
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There was no doubt now that the young soldier 
was kneeling before her. 

" Andre, beloved ! My prayers are answered ; 
you are here,** cried the girl, almost hysterically. 

And then her lover rose, and held her to his 
heart while he told her all. 

" And, Gipsy ,^' he added, " even now I am 
not in your rank. I tried to win honour that one 
day, although I could only crave a sister^s love, 
you might be proud of me ; but it was under a 
soldier's guise. I have no name worthy to be- 
stow upon you. Oh ! Gipsy, have I done wrong 
in returning?*' And he tastily dashed away 
the tears which had gathered in his dark blue 
eyes. 

For all answer she flung her white arms round 
his neck, and rank, as well as everything else, 
was forgotten in the long passionate kiss which 
followed, and then she laid her head upon his 
breast and wept out her gladness there, as she 
murmured, 

" I am yours only, Andre. I took the little 
cross you gave me on the morning I got your 
cruel letter, and looking upon it, swore to be 
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true to you. I have been it, and will, as long as 
I live/' 

" Oh ! my love, my love, if you knew the suf- 
fering that that letter cost,'' whispered Andr6, 
gently stroking her dark hair. 

But Gipsy raised her little head saucily. 

" There now," she said, trying to keep back 
the tears, which would come ; " I don't think I 
shall forgive you at all. What were your suf- 
ferings in comparison to ours. Padre's and all. 
You don't deserve a bit of welcome, and I think 
by way of punishment I shall leave you now and 
go back to Miss Nantz." 

" Not yet darling, not yet ; I could not spare 
you,'' said the lover, holding her fast in his arms. 
"Think of all the weary months I have only 
had this joy in my dreams. Even now I can 
hardly realize it, so precious, so good. Oh ! 
darling, let me see your beautiful face, and tell 
me that you will not leave me." 

" Not without you send me away," said Gipsy, 
with love and truth in her dark eyes. 

Andre found no word able to express his joy, 
so he could only cover the upturned fece and 
small hands with kisses. o 2 
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A very long time elapsed, and as yet Andre 
was not content with gazing into the loved fea- 
tures, or pouring out his full soul in broken 
words, when a maid came to say that Miss Nantz 
wanted Mara, and looked in with demure surprise 
on finding the young gentleman still there. Poor 
Miss Nantz, when had she been neglected before ? 
Recalled to her senses, Mara flew upstairs, and 
in a short time called for her lover to follow. 
No one gave the runaway a more cordial welcome 
than the '' Golden Witch.'^ 

" Poor little thing, it was hard upon her, but 
she bore it bravely,'^ she said, patting Gipsy on 
the head. "^'But I told her it would all come 
right by-and-by. Kiss me, my childreu, for 
you, Andre, will be to me a son as she is a 
daughter.^' 

And when she felt their young arms round her 
and their warm hearts beating close to her own, I 
think that was the happiest moment in the life of 
the poor little woman. So it happened, as a matter 
of course, that just five weeks after four carriages 
drawn by grey steeds and mounted by blue- 
coated outriders, with satin favours on their 
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breasts, dashed into the square, and bore off a 
certain young lady, accompanied by six others, 
forming a delicious morsel of gape seed for the 
neighbours, and an hour or two later returned 
with Mara, the blushing bride of Andre. And 
very pretty '^ Gipsy/^ as her husband loves to call 
her, looked in her white silk dress, with its lace 
covering the orange blossoms wreathed upon her 
glossy hair; but I think the fond pride and 
woman^s devotion which shone in her beautiful 
eyes every time she looked upon her lover was 
prettiest of all to see. And Andrews handsome 
face was not a little admired besides. Although 
unused to society his bearing was manly, and his 
manner unaffected. Indeed, two of the six 
young ladies whom Lucy had singled out from 
her acquaintances to wait upon her that morning 
went away confessing that in Andre they had 
found the beau ideal of the hero they hoped to 
win, and that he was just like the dear " Con- 
rad ^' of Byron's ^ Corsair.' Young, unspoiled 
by the world, in a measure ignorant of its wiles, 
passionate, never was there purer trust, more 
real joy than Andre's when he felt his bride's 
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little hand laid trembling upon his arm for the 
first time after they had made her his own. 
Nor was Gipsy less intensely happy; the love 
of her childhood was with her, never to part 
from her on earth ; the dream of her life was 
accomplished ; and as the organ pealed forth in 
tones of rejoicing while they walked down the 
aisle, their extreme youth and beauty moved 
many a heart to bless them. Of course the 
'^Golden Witch ^^ was there, glad and busy, looking 
fresher and more natural, even although she had 
donned one of her unnatural yellow white silks, 
with shawl to match, and the small face almost 
hid away under lace lappets, frills, etc., which 
were worn for the last time on this august day. 
And the Padre was there too, great in new hldch 
and embroidered shirt, with a heart too full to 
care whether people received him well or not; 
quite indiflferent to Miss MoncrieflPs sneer when 
he tore the lace flounces of her mauve silk with 
his heavy foot, and happily in blessed ignorance 
of all the faux pas and blunders he committed, 
only thinking of his children whose love lay so 
close to his heart ; proudly he folded his gallant 
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boy and the fair daughter which had been given 
to him, in his arms. 

'^ Bless them ! The blessing of God Almighty- 
be upon them, for they have been the light of an 
old man's life,'' he cried, wiping away the tears 
which gathered in his eyes with the back of his 
rough hand. 

Nine months of bliss, such as young hearts 
unfettered by care alone can feel, and then there 
rose a cloud on the smiling horizon. Andre 
must needs go back to India, to win fame 
for Lucy's sake. In vain she clung to him, en- 
treating him with prayer and tears to remain : 
her slave in most things, he was firm in this 
resolve. 

"Don't tease," he said one evening, when 
Gipsy stuck a rose in the rich braids of her hair. 
" Look how beautiful you are, and married to a 
fellow without rank or anything to give you. 
No. Let me alone, darling, I vrill go and gain 
it!" 

So he went, and Gipsy with her true heart 
would not pain him with her tears, but said 
farewell bravely when she knew it miLst be. 
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Nevertheless, when he was gone she fretted with 
a feverish anxiety which stole away her strength ; 
and when a little babe was given her a low fever 
followed its birth, which brought her to the brink 
of the grave. 

Andre had been toiling hard and doing his 
duty nobly in the distant land He had gained a 
name for his bravery, and promotion was in 
store ; but when the message came to tell of 
Gipsy^s danger, he felt how worthless these were 
compared to her ; and when at length, travelling 
night and day, he reached his home, the most 
fervent prayers he had ever breathed went up to 
Heaven for the blessing of being able to kneel by 
her bedside and press kisses on her sweet pale 
face. Burning tears fell thick and fast when he 
saw how sadly she was altered, and knew what 
she must have suflfered. 

" Don^t mind, darling ; you did it for the best/' 
she said gently, in answer to his self-reproaches ; 
and then the colour came back faintly, as she 
placed her baby within his arms, to receive a share 
of his caresses. 

So baby was christened Lindora Lucy, after 




SOME OF THE ACTORS IN OUE DEAMA. 193 

its godmother, the " Golden Witch/^ And now 
Lucy^s recovery was marvellously rapid. How 
far this was to be attributed to a devoted husband 
hanging over her hour after hour the reader may 
determine, and as soon as she was able to be 
carried into the garden by her husband, the 
doctor ordered her into the country ; and then, 
by way of making Andre content, the " Golden 
Witch *' bought a pretty little estate in Surrey, 
called Hataway, and gave it to her little godchild 
as a christening gift. 

And so the old lady went with Andre and his 
wife to their new home, to return to London no 
more. Neither was the Padre left behind ; and 
the joy of the old man^s life now was to nurse his 
grandchildren and guide their tottering steps; 
for when another year had fled a little boy came 
to bless the happy parents. 

" Gipsy,^^ said her husband, as he fondly held 
her in his arms some weeks after, ^'you have 
talked so much of your poor father latterly, let 
us call the little rogue upstairs Connel O^Rouke.'^ 

" But he should be called after you,^^ said 
Gipsy timidly. 
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" Never mind, pet, the next shall receive that 
honour/^ said her husband archly, while Gipsy 
hid her blushes upon his shoulder. 

There is not much to relate in the adventures 
of a country squire, however happy, so I will 
give one more picture and then bid them 
adieu. 

In the parlour of Hataway, Andre is seated 
poring over a paper, quite as handsome, more 
so, perhaps, by reason of being a little stouter, 
and that bright little lady in buff muslin, stitching 
away at a tiny garment, is Gipsy. 

'^ Look here, dear,^^ the gentleman is saying, 
'Hhat fellow who went out with me has been 
gazetted an ensign. It^s enough to make one 
ashamed of idleness here, and living on the fat of 
the land, when there is work to be done.^^ 

" Stay here a moment, I have something to 
show you,^^ returned the little lady ; '^ promise, 
dear, you won^t stir,'^ she added, passing her cool 
hand across his brow. 

" Very well. What mischief are you going to 
contrive now ? ^^ he asked, kissing her. 

Andre had to wait for twenty moments, and 
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then in came the little lady, bringing with her 
Miss Lindora, junior, and baby Connell. 

'^Now/' she exclaimed, playfully placing a 
child on either side, and making him a graceful 
curtsy, ^^ behold your laurels, you must be con- 
tent to wear them. And, Andre, had you the 
highest rank or honour this world can bestow, I 
could not love you better ; I could not prize you 
more than I do, for are you not brave, noble, and 
true-hearted, my husband ? and I am proud, very 
proud of being called your wife. There now, 
you vain old fellow, have I made you happy ? ^^ 

"Very happy, my darling,^' he answered, as 
he gathered his wife and children to his breast. 

* 

And from that hour Lucy has never feared that 
love of fame or war would win him from her 
side. 



196 



CHAPTEE XXIX, 

MRS. DESTERRE'S STORY. 

^ My partner has entrusted me with no particulars, 
but the lad must go at once to Paris, to the lady's 
address, in the Faubourg St. Honore/ said the 
lawyer who came to the small house at Kensing- 
ton on the night of the day on which Mrs. Smith 
had paid it a visit, and so Harry Wentworth 
determined to accompany his protegd thither; 
and there they arrived late one evening tired 
out, with the exception of Reggie, who was too 
much charmed and excited with the novelty of 
the change, to give place to any such feeling. 

Sailing across the bosom of the wide deep in 
the first ship he had ever seen, was an epoch in 
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the boy's life, and Paris burst upon his vision 
like an enchanted city let down from fairy- 
land. The churches, the palaces, the beautiful 
walks, were all flitting like a panorama before his 
dazzled eyes ; but last, and least, in his thoughts 
was the message which had brought him there. 
At length the morning arrived upon which they 
were to hold an interview with the unknown 
lady; and Reggie, with his boyish dread of 
strangers, was prevailed upon with difficulty to 
proceed with Harry Wentworth and the man of 
business to the Ch&teau Piorfe. Few of the blindo 
were drawn up, and most of the bright flowers 
were withered and drooping. The place had that 
desolate look which absence of care will beget in 
a very short time. No light-formed, smiling 
Norette of old, ushered the strangers in on their 
arrival, but a sallow French girl, dressed in 
black, led the way to a room so darkened that 
they could only just perceive through the shade 
that a lady lay on a couch at the other end of the 
room, with habiliments of sombre hue, propped 
up by numerous pillows. Bowing to Mr. Went- 
worth and the lawyer, she beckoned Reggie to 
her side. 



** Scoop duwiu chiidy lec me see yoa," ske said, 
laym^ her hami oe&vilj upon, fais shoulder. 

Poor Bejcgie, * oa pins aad needles/ assented, 
WLtiu Miku ! shy grace. He made & sadden dab 
wich bus joang^ fikkre^ giowin^ wick the morning' 
dir^ down tk} che sck-Iookin^ I^Jt &nd then drew 
tc bi^'k wick the same prompciciuie he might kare 
exerted ami it saddeniT come in contact witk a 
nettle. 

^" IX}a*t be ;k&mtd of me,^ said the lady, in a few 
Toice« as she raised herself, and drew Reggie 
dose to her again, and pLifing her arm round kis 
neck ske read en^ teatnre, wkick crimsoned 
witk contosion beneatk her scratinj. 

'' So like, so Tery like," she cried at lengtk, 
tkrosting kim firom ker, and leaning ker forekead 
npon ker kands, ske moaned aloud as if in pain. 

''I am very weak," ske said apologetically, 
after a few moments. " My time in tkis worid 
must needs be skort. I would kope so at any 
rate. All my sckemes kave been finstrated, and 
a terrible puniskment kas fEdlen upon my own 
kead; but it is useless to delay you witk my 
sorrow. Yet I will tell you my kistory, for it 
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concerns the boy/' she pointed to Reggie, and 
continued : — 

" My parents were English, and I was bom in 
England; but when fifteen I accompanied them 
to Madrid, where my father obtained an appoint- 
ment in a merchant's office ; and there, when I 
was barely seventeen, I met ' Eustace Desterre,' 
who was in the same house with my father. 
Although it seems like a far-off happy dream, 
yet I can recall how good he was, how kind, and 
in time he loved the little English girl and made 
her his bride. Ah ! how well I remember those 
soft evenings, away under that balmy sky, spent 
with my husband on the vine-covered balcony, 
wrapped in the folds of the graceful mantilla, 
his last offering of flowers twined in the braids 
of my hair. We were happy, for he loved me 
only too well. My every caprice was a law. My 
wildest whim was indulged, and I knew not how 
many of those weary years, worse than wast'cd, 
might have been glad and joyous. But let me 
not stay to think now. About this time an 
English gentleman travelling through Spain 
stayed at Madrid. We met ; where, — what does 
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It matter ? :uid having met once, we met again 
and iigauu Xi lengrk he gained anintrodnction. to 
my hnsband. I was vonng then; very pretty, 
i^mleiess, paaaionace^ indnlgedy wilfiil, fond of 
admiration. He was hamiaome, blctsey a perfect 
man of the worid ; accompliahed in. every winning 
art. Thrown conatantly togedi^ you may gnesB 
the iaane. My hnahandj too, was pleased wiiii 
him. Loving me witkamadjealonsy, yet in tiiis 
instance :m adroitly concealed was tiie atrangesr's 
admiration that he was blind to it. So night 
afber night th^re was a third gnest on the moon^- 
lit balcony, and in my drives he contrived to 
be ever at my aide, ^bile as yet no word tjiat 
might offend fell firom his lips. At last, one 
dread day, my hnsband's eyes weore op^ied, in 
what way I nevsr learned. He taxed me witk 
receiving ondne attentions firom anoiiher. 
My goilt tJien lay in allowing this stranger to 
occupy my husband's place in my heart, and I 
was angry at being bron^it &ce to &ce with my 
sin. I fiew into a violent passion, laoghed 
my hasband^s warnings to scom^ told him I 
should make any new friends I pleased, and 
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ridiculed his love for me. Stung and goaded 
to madness by my taunts^ the hand which had 
guarded so tenderly, caressed me so fondly, was, 
for the first time, raised threateningly. My hus- 
band struck me. There is a fea/rful sting in 
such a blow ; yet, oh ! mercy ! I think even now 
I can see the terrible look of despair which came 
into his face, the pitiful pleading look he cast 
upon me. Overwhelmed with shame, he fled 
from the room after the hasty deed was done. 
Ah ! that look. I see it to-day with a pain at 
heart which only death can still ; but I saw it 
then only with burning indignation, and in the 
heat of the moment I did what no true woman 
would have done. I stole out to my lover and 
told him all. I need not tell you how he soothed 
me with every gentle loving word. How he pro- 
nounced my husband unworthy in subtle words, 
and then poured forth the guilty confession of his 
love, swearing that this accident alone had been 
the cause of his unburdening his soul of a secret 
which would have gone with him to the grave. 
I listened, and then the end came. I fled with 
him. Barely ten short months went by, days of 
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idolatry on his part ; mad unreal love on mine, 
mingled with gnawing remorse. 

*' And then tidings came that my poor husband 
had perished miserably from delirium tremens, 
and it needed no words to condemn me. I knew 
that I had driven him to destruction. Wicked as 
I was^ and hardened as my heart had become^ yet 
the shock was very great^ and I saw with a 
terrible clearness through the blind infatuation 
which had caused me to abandon, not only my 
husband, but our little son, whose birth had given 
such joy. Yes ; I saw all my own baseness and 
my lover's treachery; and where now was my 
poor child ? Mad with the thought, I flew back 
to Madrid, and found my boy so idolized, deserted, 
loft alone to beggary and starvation. Ah ! well, 
let me not linger over the saddest page in my 
history. When that little pale, pinched, hungry 
face, which I had left pillowed in luxury, 
looked up at me, tear-stained and dirty, from the 
wretched pallet on which be lay, my punishment 
was full ; with his cries piercing me like swords. 
I lifted the neglected child to my bosom, and 
loft the dark garret, where none but the hard- 
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featured mercenary landlady had been near to 
hearken to the last beating of too fond and faithful 
a heart. 

^^As I passed through the streets, many a 
face which I had known in brighter days, stared 
into mine with insolent curiosity and passed on. 
My beauty, too, had faded with the trial. I 
became pale and wretched looking. Still, in my 
distress, I returned to my lover, for there was 
none other willing to console me. At first he 
received me harshly and unkindly. Once, when 
he found me crying bitterly, he asked me why I 
left my husband if I loved him so well. From 
that day I hid my sorrow from his sight, but I 
grew to hate the man who wrecked my happiness. 
I remembered the wiles he had used, and they 
rankled in my heart like deadly poison. When 
I had recovered a little from the horror of that 
journey, he was ordered to India ; and with the 
thought of separation, his passion for me seemed 
to revive. He offered marriage, but I refused. 
I told him that I wished to go away, far from 
him, and every association of my past misspent 
life. He entreated , but I was obdurate, and this 
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T knew it was not that promise which won me 
across the sea with him. I had another motive. 
So in India we were married, and then I went to 
his far-off home. The little girl came out to 
meet us. A very lovely child she was, with dark 
eyes and long fair hair ; and I received the boy 
from the arms of the faithful ayah, who had taken 
care of the children from their birth. 

'^ Evil had surely come to my nature, and mis- 
fortime had not softened it. A devilish gladness 
came to my heart, making it rejoice, when I 
looked on the puny babe, with barely life in its 
small shrunken limbs, and knew that it must die. 
And away in that Indian home, among the soft 
beautiful blue hills, my own son grew a handsome, 
winsome boy. A favourite with all, by reason of 
his buoyant spirits, his daring, and his arch 
laughing blue eyes. But the other boy, on whose 
short life a blight seemed to have fallen, faded 
daily. And well I remember feeling terror and 
awe-stricken when one day lying ill and languid 
on the verandah, they came and told me that 
little spark of Ufe had gone out for ever. My 
guilty wish was fulfilled. The pale little child 
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'^ At length, when my boy was nine and the girl 
eleven, it was arranged that I shonld take them 
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to England. I recollect our farewell in that 
cool bright dawn, ere the Indian sun had risen 
to scorch the earth; his patting my son's curly- 
head, and then pressing his broad hand on my 
shoulder, and saying, ^ Ah ! well, Clare, I think 
you will be drawn more to me when that young 
rogue's gone. Kiss me, girl ; don't be sulky.' 

'^ And then I put my arms round his neck and 
kissed him of my mm. accord for the first and 
last time. 

'^ ^ Why will you not let me write home about 
poor little Charlie's death f ' he asked suddenly, 
catching my dress and pulling me back. ' I 
ought to do it, you know.' 

'^ My composure vanished instantly ; I felt that 
I changed colour. 

^' ^ Don't write until I return ; promise you will 
not, William,' I pleaded, laying my trembling 
hand upon his arm. 'One day T will tell you 
the reason.' 

" ' What a goose you are, Clare,' he said 
impatiently. ' What the devil can it matter to 
you whether they hear or not ?' 

'^ ' Ah ! then you won't promise ; it would just 
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mr litniut poffieseiozis together, and once more set 
oat for England with the children. On hinding, 
I pbced the girl at a school, and then proceeded 
straight to my late husband's brother with my 
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boy. Nothing could equal the cold disdain with 
which the proud, wealthy man received us ; how 
well I remember his slight figure, his sharp 
bloodless features, grey hair, and cold blue eyes« 
^'^I am cognizant,' he said formally, after 
exchanging a few civilities, ^ of the facts of your 
marriage with my late brother and excuse me if 
I say that the unfortunate circumstances which 
preluded it was the first disgraceful afifair of this 
or any other kind which has ever occurred in 
our family, which, I flatter myself, is a proud, as 
well as a wealthy one. Therefore, Madam, you 
must admit that the manner in which you 
connected yourself with it was highly detri. 
mental to the dignity of the name we bear ; and 
must forgive me if I frankly tell you that our 
acquaintance must end here where it has begun. 
I am ready to fulfil my promise to my dead 
brother, and make his son my heir, on con- 
dition that you consent to give him up entirely ; 
renounce all claim ; in fact, lose sight of him^ 
resume your former name, and never reveal or 
permit another to reveal to him the connection 
existing between you. I will give you three 
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days to consider, and if you think well of it 
bring the boy here at the end of that time. Not 
such hard lines after all/ he added with a cruel, 
mocking smile, as he saw dismay written on my 
face. ' Parting with your own son would have 
been worse.' 

" I winced : ^ Not such hard lines.' Ah ! 
mercy ; he knew not what was passing through 
my brain. Oh ! that I had felt such agony at the 
thought of leaving my helpless baby years ago ; 
then, then, well would it have been with me, 
and that fatal step would never have been taken. 
To go away, and see the face of my boy no more, 
so that his tongue should forget the dear name 
of mother ; to become an alien and a stranger to 
the only being I loved on earth. I took no rest, 
I eat* nothing, my head ran with strange noises, 
every fibre in my body ached and tingled, as if 
I had been released from the torture of the rack. 
For those three dreadful days I was groping in 
the dark, vainly endeavouring by securing 
wealth for him, to repair the injury I had done ; 
and on the day appointed I smoothed his auburn 
curls for the last time, and laid them in rich 
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clusters upon his velvet tunic, and then taking 
his little hand in mine, led him away to his new 
home. 

" I met with another freezing reception from 
the proud man, and he handed me a document, 
drawn out with the stipulated terms of our 
contract. I signed it, and then went out into 
the world desolate and alone. 

^' Eight years went by ; I had taken the girl 
from school to reside with me. The promise 
which her childhood gave had been more than 
fulfilled ; she was very lovely. And all these 
years I had watched at a distance my absent 
son. Oh ! how my heart yearned for him ; 
and when I remembered he might not be 
folded to it, I felt that it must break. I 
took obscure lodgings at a village some miles 
distant, and then I would come to the place 
where he lived, and stealthily, like a culprit, 
waylay him, so that he might pass; and in 
that way I saw the noble-looking boy develope 
into the manly, handsome youth, and every 
change was dear and precious to my heart. And 
often, when screened thus from observation, I 
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Lave deea his brigbc dzniLe and listened to his 
ht-jonding oread, ^nd I i&are groaned aload, and 
a mouier's loTe, wiuck grew to be the greatest in 
m J heart, rose gxans-fike, imtil I Mt that the 
banda mj cadi cast round me mnst sn^ asunder 
like 30 mach tow. And I haye bit my lips until 
the blood came, lest the crj, ' My son ! my son V 
would escape me and reTeal all; bat what are 
my feelings to strangers ! Let me hasten on to 
the end« 

** My boy grew to man's estate. Wheiher his 
supposed nncle had been kind or not I never 
learned ; however, he did his daty, and upon his 
leaving college purchased a commission for him* 
Nevertheless^ while in London getting his outfit, 
my unhappy boy ran head over ears in debt, and 
then he fled with a young girl, the daughter of a 
tenant on the estate. Her flight broke her 
parentis heart. Stem, passionless, cold, unre- 
lenting, without being capable of making allow- 
ance for youth^s follies, the rage and indignation 
of the man who had adopted him was natural ; 
yet I think, in time, forgiveness might have been 
grantej^him. But, alas ! he sinned again, and 
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this time sealed his doom. He was dishonoured, 
and the haughty man^s decree was irrevocable ; 
but he loved the girl he had taken from her home 
with the love of his own life. My poor boy, he 
would have been true to her in the end, but it 
was not to be. They had one child ; he is here '^ 
(she pointed to Reggie) . " Don't interrupt me ; '' 
she said, as Harry would have spoken, " let me 
finish ere my strength fails. The day of reckon- 
ing had come. When I found that my son was 
driven an outcast from the home which might 
have been his own, and that the man to whose 
care I had confided him had abandoned him 
without stretching forth a hand to check his 
downward course, how my heart burned and 
bled for him. His disgrace was mine. I watched 
over him as if still a new-bom babe he hung 
upon my breast. I thought then I would go to 
him, and on my knees tell him all my guilty 
history, but the thought that after all the rich 
man might one day relent kept me back. One 
day when after his banishment I met him by 
accident in London, and saw him looking pale 
and ill, I nearly broke through my resolve in my 



214 THE SCARBOROUGH BELLE. 

frantic desire to draw his troubled brow down 
upon my bosom; but I conquered the impulse 
and let him pass, my only child, without a word 
of comfort. My heart hardened with this new 
disappointment, and it was steeled against the 
beautiful girl under my care. Demon-like, I 
placed her in every temptation ; made her life 
one of reckless excitement, so that it might be 
wrecked as mine had been. I worked and 
plotted so that she might marry one man and 
love another ; then I knew with her temperament 
misery must follow. Oh, God, forgive me ! it 
was carrying my revenge beyond the grave, 
wreaking it upon the dead man's helpless child. 
Truly my punishment was deserved ; and it came 
to pass as I had planned, the girl did marry and 
did love another, but that other was my son, and 
thus judgment fell upon me. They met at a 
watering-place in England. When I knew of it, 
I used every effort to quench the intimacy which 
sprang up between them, and while the girl was 
with me partly succeeded. But they met again 
in Paris, and there I was powerless, for she was 
her own mistress, and in her husband's house. 
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"And now the end has come; my sin has 
borne its deadliest fruits,' and fallen like a curse 
on those two young lives. 

"The chapter has closed darkly as it com- 
menced. Oh ! how dizzy my poor head feeU^ 
and how strange and wearily my heart beats 
with pain ! yet I must tell what came of my de- 
ception, my injustice. I thought to repair the 
evil I had done to my innocent husband by gain- 
ing a heritage of wealth for his son. I was 
trying to make atonement for my sin, but I went 
the wrong way about it, set out with a fire of 
hatred and malice in my heart.'^ And here the 
wretched woman covered her face with her hands 
as if literally weighed down by grief. For some 
moments she remained thus, and then started up, 
as if some terrible pain were piercing her, and 
continued in a high-strained voice — "The shai^pest 
pang in Hell will be its hopelessness, to know that 
the cruel gates are closed everlastingly. Nothing 
beyond, no mercy, no escape, no future ! And 
time, which here places a limit to our weary 
lives, will be lost in the measureless abyss of 
eternity. Ah ! yes, in life we bear the darkest fate 
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if we may but see the faintest glimmer of 
the silver lining through the black cloud; but 
thrust hope from the breast of man, and he 
becomes a maniac or a suicide. It is a 
fearful thing when the pitiful shroudings of 
destiny are rudely torn aside, and looking upon 
some deadly sight, we know that henceforth in 
this world we have ' no hope,' ^no hope,' '^ she 
repeated mournfully. '^ I have none ; no feeling, 
save pitiless despair and remorse have I known 
since they brought me to this house five weeks 
ago, and took me to the chamber * where my 
pride, my life, my only son lay dead, killed by a 
fall from his horse in coming to the house of the 
step-daughter whom I had hated without a cause. 
And when after I had looked on the beautiful 
features, pale as marble, held, with a breaking 
heart, the cold hand of my child which would 
never, never clasp mine now, they came and told 
me that she, this wretched girl, who had loved 
my child with all the power of her ungovemed 
nature, she, to whose youth and beauty I had 
never given protection, was mad, — it seemed as 
if a thousand demons came round, and while 




MRS. DESTBRRE^S STORY. 217 

some mocked my agony with horrid laughter and 
grotesque antics, others appeared to point their 
crooked fingers from the still white figure to the 
raving girl, and hiss in my ear, ' Thou art the 
woman, thou hast done this deed ! ' And then I 
knew no more, for I became insensible. When 
I recovered they told me I had been ill, very ill, 
and then by degrees I learned that what ap- 
peared to me to have happened but yesterday 
had taken place weeks ago, and that I should 
see the face of my child no more on earth. 
And now I have finished,^' she continued, shiver- 
ing from head to foot as if awakening from some 
hideous dream, '^ I have only now to tell you my 
son's name, and then if ever I can be thankful 
for aught on earth again it will be that this 
fearful task is accomplished.'' 

She paused, and then added in a low hushed 
voice as she fixed her hollow eyes upon Harry, 
^^Tou may have known him, or met, perhaps. 
Captain Charles Thornton, for as such he passed 
in society, but his true name was Carle Desterre, 
while the girl whom the world recognized as my 
daughter, Eola Desterre, was in reality Eola 
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Thornton. And now that you know all, in mercy 
ask no questions, but leave me, that I may bear 
my punishment alone.'' 

Several times as Mrs. Desterre related her 
history Harry Wentworth had turned instinc- 
tively towards her, but now he rose and strode 
over to where she sat. 

" This Charles Thornton's son ! " he cried, 
pointing to Reggie. " The base ! — oh ! no ; 
surely I am mad, or dreaming ! " 

The sick woman made a feeble effort to get 
up j her eyes jBiashed angrily. 

" What ! " she exclaimed harshly, " have you 
too come to witness against my boy ? " 

Harry Wentworth stood beside her, supporting 
himself by the elbow of the easy-chair, and his 
whole frame trembled with some powerful emo- 
tion ; but when the unhappy creature sank back, 
weak and helpless, he evidently conquered it by 
a strong effort. 

" We must let the dead rest," he said gravely, 
and abruptly left the room. 

'^ I cannot go with you this morning," he said 
in a hesitating manner to the lawyer, as they 
stepped once more out on the smooth lawn, " I 
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wish to take no part in this settlement. Reggie, 
go with Mr. St. Clare.^^ 

The solicitor looked surprised. 
'^I beg your pardon," he stammered, '^but 
this was the object of your coming to Paris, I 
thought ? '' 

" Circumstances have transpired which alter 
my determination,'' was the answer. 

'^ Excuse my interfering. Good morning. 
Sir,'' returned Mr. St. Clare, as he bowed him- 
self away. 

But Reggie lingered. 

"Why will you not come ? You know it was 
a promise," he exclaimed eagerly, detaining his 
patron by laying hold of his coat. 

But Harry roughly shook off his grasp. 
" How dare you follow me ? " he said. " Go, 
as I desired." 

The lad recoiled at the angry tones, as though 
he had been struck, and with his round cheeks 
scarlet, walked back. 

Harry Wentworth trod again the furnace of 
affliction, as he retraced his steps through the 
crowded streets; old wounds never healed were 
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probed to their depths. His dead wife, his little 
child, his love for them rose phantom -like, blind- 
ing his eyes to the gay multitude. He had 
taken to his bosom and cherished the son of 
her destroyer. It was a bitter thought, and 
reaching his hotel he shut himself up with it. 
Beggie^s love, his little kindnesses, his innocent 
ways all came to mind, and he wrestled with the 
affection which he bore the lad, for it seemed an 
insult to the memory of the dead, but it was not 
easy now to thrust it from his breast, to throw 
away the last prop of his declining years. So 
the reluctance he felt added to his pain, until the 
distress of mind became uubearable. 

" Why do I say I love them ? '' he said aloud, as 
he took up his hat to go out, '^ If I did, I could 
not have this affection for a child of his. He shall 
not be thrown on the world without protection, 
but I will see his face no more,'' was his 
final resolve, as he opened the door; but 
there on the landing stood the object of his 
thoughts. 

^'Won*t you speak to me. Sir?'' he said, 
losing his boyish toues iu his earuestness. 
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" Why are you angry ? Have I done any- 
thing wrong ? '' 

Harry's heart smote him at these simple words, 
and he felt their truth. 

'^ Come in/' he said, as he re-entered the room 
with the boy. '' Your friends have been found 
now/' he continued ; '' I must go back to Lon- 
don, but you will remain here with them." 

'' And leave you ?" exclaimed Reggie, his eyes 
round with wonder. ^'I don't want any new 
friends," he added ; '^ I will work or do anything 
if I may stay with you." 

Harry was deeply touched. Whatever the 
boy's parentage might be, he had rendered to 
him the love and fealty of a son ; and what evil 
had he done ? And then he remembered that his 
relentlessness on another occasion had become 
the crowning-point of his sorrow. He would 
not err thus agian. 

" Do you really wish me, then, to go away ? " 
asked the boy, perplexed by his long silence. 

" No, Reggie ; not if you will stay with me," 
was the answer. 

" I knew you were only making fun to frighten 
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me,'' retnmed Reggie joyocsly. " ^Hit, I would 
not part with you for any one in the whole world, 
and Fm going to be deyer and good and great, 
all for your sake. Come, until I tell yoa what 
those fellowa said to me." 

" Say nothing to-night, Keggie; I will go with 
you to-morrow,'* answered Harry Wentworth, 
in an agitated manner ; " leaye me now for an 
hour or two, my head aches to-day/* 

Reggie returned to his room, but once alone 
his braTC spirits fell, and he gaye way to all the 
Tiolence of a first grief as he thought of his un- 
fortunate mother and his father's imtimely end^ 
and the stain which hung over his birth. How he 
had prayed and longed that his parentage might 
be one day revealed to him ! His prayer had been 
granted, but the knowledge was bitter. Per- 
haps this was why Mr. Wentworth's manner had 
changed to him ; with the thought it seemed as 
if a &re glowed before his face, and blind with 
shame, he made his way back to Harry Went- 
worth's room. 

" Perhaps, Sir, perhaps,'* he said, making his 
way up to where he sat, " now that you know 
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all, you don't care for me to be with you. I can 
go now. Sir," lie added, the tears starting to his 
eyes. 

Harry Wentworth looked up hastily, and then 
drawing the lad towards him, said kindly, 
'' Reggie, you never heard a falsehood from me, 
I think ; then you will believe me when I say 
the reason which you imagine was not the one 
which made me wish you to remain here ; it had 
no part in it. You have been a comfort to me, 
and a reward will be yours for it some day ; and 
Reggie," he continued, warmly pressing his hand, 
'^ it is the starting-point of life with you ; don't 
let thoughts of the past throw a cloud over it, 
and mar its usefulness. Fear not that my friend- 
ship will alter. I have given you my word, and 
it shall not fail ; are you satisfied ? " 

''Yes," answered Reggie, kissing the hand 
which held his ; but endowed with sensitive feel- 
ings, it was many a day ere the shadow of the 
past was lifted from his young heart. 

:ic ^ :ic ^ ^ 

Charlie Thornton's studs, rings, and watch 
were almost all that came to the child ; he had 
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child. And in one respect Harry Wentworth 
has changed since that visit to Paris, for he is no 
longer listless, but has entered into various spe- 
culations, and labours hard, never growing weary, 
never giving up untH obliged by sheer want of 
strength ; and success has attended him in money 
matters; -one of those noble mansions which 
adorn London might now be his, but he loves 
better the little Kensington home which was his 
in brighter, if poorer days. People wonder, with 
his feeble health, that he toils early and takes 
rest so late (for Harry has become one about 
whom the world thinks it worth while to won- 
der) ; no children, too, only an adopted son, or 
something of that kind. Ah ! it is on account 
of those coflFers which grow heavier yearly, they 
fancy, and know not that it is to banish by ex- 
citement and hard work the haunting thoughts 
which will come when the poor brain is a mo- 
ment still. 

A rumour of Harry's affluence has reached a 
region even beyond the suburbs of the City. I 
should be ill-natured, perhaps, if I assert that 
this may be a reason why the equipage of the 
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When the message despatched on that fatal 
night reached Fred Vere demanding his immediate 
return, he came back with all haste on the wings 
of the Overland Route. He was prepared for his 
wife^s illness, even her death ; but not for the 
terrible scandal which they eked out to him by 
degrees ; and with all his weakness of character, 
yet his wife's treachery was a cruel blow; the 
more so, as with his placid easy nature he had 
never discovered her lack of love. And when he 
took Eola to his heart, in spite of her fastness, her 
flirtations, her follies, for already he knew — ^knew 
before he married her — that her name and her 
beauty were known among a class of young men 
and fast rouSs who made her acquaintance, flit- 
ting from watering-place to watering-place, yet 
he trusted her, trusted her as implicitly as if she 
had been the simplest country girl to be found 
in the three kingdoms ; and believed that, with a 
pure free heart, she had selected him from the 
string of her admirers. 

" Had she been true to me,'' he said bitterly 
to Mrs. Desterre, when he saw that lady for the 
last time before his departure for India, ^'I 
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could have borne all. Grod knows^ I would have 
watched over her tenderly, whatever her affliction 
might have been ; for I loved her, I had faith in 
her, and she has brought me dishonour, so that 
life seems a blank to me. May God pity and 
forgive you for the part you have played in this 
matter ! " 

Ten months later saw Fred Vere in India 
trying as he best might to forget the dower of 
misery his wife brought him. 

Mrs. Desterre is still spared, ill in mind and 
sick and ailing in body. Death, who comes so 
willingly to make a prey of the young, the beau- 
tiful, the beloved, mockingly plays with this 
wrecked life; one moment he seems to seize it with 
his bony grasp and drag it to the brink of the 
grave, and then, as if disdaining such a sorry prize, 
flings it back, to drag on weary days and nights. 

In a little more than twelve months after her 
incarceration Eola was able to leave the Maison 
de SantS. Comet-like she flashed in and out 
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among the midnight gaieties of Paris, with hollow 
cheeks, pale as the pure leaves of the water-lily, 
and the gleaming violet eyes looked larger by 
reason of the dark circles round them. Men 
shuddered as they gazed on the weird beauty of 
"Ufitoile blanc,'* as she was called; yet night 
after night she might have been seen at one of 
the thousand haunts of pleasure provided so 
lavishly in Paris, but there was a look on her 
beautiful face which told that this excitement 
which fed the deathless fever within was wearing 
life away. The homage and adulation of men 
fell on ears senseless as hewn stone, and her dark 
earnest eyes had a vacant unreal look, as if her 
gaze penetrated some far-oflF world. At last the 
taper, which towards the end had burnt so 
fiercely, exhausted its stock of vital fuel. . . . 
'^ L'Btoile blanc " lay dead in an obscure lodging 
in the gay city. 

" Will he forgive me ? Oh, God, he cannot ! '' 
her livid Ups had muttered towards the end. 

'^ God is merciful," was the response that met 
her ear. 

" Bah ! " she hissed through her even teeth. 
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'' Shall I call on God whom I have neglected 
while I gasp painfully for the breath which is 
fleeting so fast ! oh^ so fast ? You can't under- 
stand ; I thought of one that I loved better than 
my own soul ! " 

" But God is merciful to all who are afflicted/' 
persisted the Sister of Mercy, who knelt by the 
bedside. 

"Ah! then He knows I have suffered" mur- 
mured the dying woman, as the tears fell 
slowly from beneath the closed lids. 

The Sister of Mercy sat for some time silently 
beside her, hid from her by the heavy curtains. 
The sufferer's breath came more regularly, and 
she slept. The patient watcher moved gently 
towards the door, but while she lingered on the 
threshold, Eola started up wildly, her golden hair 
streaming over her white face, 

'' Stay ! " she gasped faintly. " It won't be 
long I " Sighing deeply, she sank back in the 
sister's arms. The violet eyes looked up once in 
mute agony at the kind bronzed face which 
hung over her ; slowly, mournfully she shook her 
gilten crowned head, as the sister breathed words 
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of gentle solace ; and then noiselessly, track- 
lessly, as the flight of years, passed the troubled 
spirit of Eola Thornton to that tribunal, to stand 
before " One '^ who mingles love with His sorest 
judgments. 

There is a gay wedding about to take place in 
India. The bride elect is not a beauty; but 
since her stay in India with her married sister, 
she has given Fred Vere her gentle loving sym- 
pathy. '' Sympathy is akin to love,^' to use a 
trite phrase — and so in this case it has proved, 
for Dot Harley loves her intended husband with 
all the warmth of her pure heart; and doubtless 
in time her winsome ways and loving caresses 
will help him to think with less pain on the 
dazzling beauty which took his senses captive. 



THE END. 



PBIVTBD BY TATLOB AXD CO., 
LITTLB qUBBV SXBKikT, UKCOLIf't) IVS FIELDS. 




/ 



